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TJoliqe. 

T the commencement of the year 
18S5, a captivating little volume of 
poems was mysteriously issued from 
the* “ Leadenhallc Prer.se ” of Messrs. Field and 
Tuer—a quaint, vellum-bound, antique-looking 
book, tied up on all sides with strings of golden 
silk ribbon, and illustrated throughout with fanci¬ 
ful wood-cuts. It was entitled ** Love-Letters by 
a Violinist ,** and those who were at first attracted 
by its title and suggestive outward appearance, 
untied the ribbons with a certain amount ot 
curiosity. Love-letters were surely of a private, 
almost saefed character. What “Violinist" thus 
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ventured to publish his heart-records openly? 
and were they worth reading? *Such were the 
questions asked by the public, and last, not 
least, came the natural inquiry, “ Who was tne 
'“Violinist * ? '* To this no satisfactory answer 
could be obtained, for nobody knew. But it was 
distinctly proved on penisal of the book that he 
was a poet, not a mere writer of verse. Specu¬ 
lations arose as to his identity, and Joseph 
Ellis, author of “Caesar in Egypt,” reviewed 
the work as follows:— 

“Behold a mystery—who shall uncase it? 
“A small quarto, anonymous. The publisher 
“professes entire ignorance of its origin. Wild 
“guesses spring from the mask of a 'Violinist* 
“—who can he be? Unde derivator 1 A 
“Tyro? The work is too skilful for such, 
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“though even a Jiyron. Young? Not old. 
“Tennyson? No—he hath not the grace of 
“ style, at least for these verses^ Browning? No 
“ -i-he could not unbend so far. Edwin Arnold 
“ might, possibly, have been equal to it, witness, 
“infer alia, 'Violetta 1 ; but he is unlikely. 
“ Lytton Bulwer, a voice from the tomb? No. 
“TTis son, Owen Meredith? A random sup¬ 
position, yet possible. Eossetti—again a voice 
“fnpm the tomb? James Thompson, the 

i 

“younger, could have done it, but he was 
“ too stern. Then, our detective ingenuity 
“proving incompetent, who? We seek the 
“Delphic fane—the oracle replies Swinburne. 
“Let us bow to the oracular voice, for in 
“Swinburne we find all requisites for the work 
“—fertility* of thought, grace of language, in- 
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% 

“genuity, skill in the ars poetic<* % wealth of 
“words, sensuous nature, clinic resources. 
<«**** writer of the * Love-Letters * is 
“manifestly imbued with the tone and tufte 
“ of Italian poetry, and has the merit of proving 
“the English tongue capable of rivalling the 
“Italian ‘ Canton: d'Amore * * * * He is 
“a master of versification, so is Swinburne— 
“he is praiseworthy for freshness of thought, 
“novelty, and aptness in imagery, so is Swin- 
“ hurnc. He is remarkable for sustained energy, 
“so is Swinburne; and thus it may safely be 
“said that, if not the writer of the ‘Love¬ 
-Letters,’ he deserves to be accredited with 
“that mysterious production, until the author- 
“ship is avowed. * * * * Unto Britannia, as 
“erst to Italia, has been granted a Petrarch.” 
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Meanwhile other leading voices in the Press 
joined the swelling chorus of praise. The 
Morning Post took up the theme, and, after 
vainly endeavouring to clear up the mystery of 
the authorship, went on to say: “The appear¬ 
ance of this book must be regarded as a 
“literary phenomenon. We find ourselves 
“lifted at once by the author's genius out 
“of the work-a-day world of the England of 
“tetday, and transported into an atmosphere 
11 as rare and ethereal as that in which the poet 
“of Vauclusc lived and moved and had his 
“ being. * * * * In nearly every stanza there 
“ are unerring indications of a mind and heart 
” steeped in that subtlest of all forms of beauty, 
“the mythology of old Greece. The reader 
“perceives at once that he has to do with a 
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“scholar and 



a 

an of culture, as well as with 


“an inspired singer, whose muse need not feel 
“ abashed in the presence of the highest poets 
“of our own day.” ° 

The Timei special correspondent, Antonio 
Gallenga, expressed himself at some length on 
the merits of the “Violinist,” and spoke of 
him “as one who can conjure up a host of 
“ noble thoughts and bright fancies, who rejoices 
“in a great command of language, with a flow 
“of verse and a wealth of rhymes. It is impos- 
“ sible to hear his confessions, to follow him in 
“ his aspirations, to hear the tale of his visions, 
“his trances, his dreams, withdut catching 
“his enthusiasm and bestowing on him our 
“sympathy. Each 1 Love-Letter * is in twenty 
“ stanzas—each stanza in six lines. The 
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“ poem is regular and symmetrical as Dante’s 
‘“Comedy,* with as stately and solemn, ay, 
“and as arduous a measure. . . . There are 

o ' . # 

“ marvellous powers in this poet-violinist. Pet- 

i 

u rarch himself had not so many changes for’his 
ct conjugation of the verb ‘ to love.* In what a 

t j 

“ variety of moods he addresses his ‘white won- f 
n der.’ How he coaxes her, how he upbraids 
“ and argues! ” While the world of art and letters 
thu^discussed the volume, reading it meanwhile 
with such eagerness that the whole edition was 
soon entirely exhausted, a particularly brilliant 
and well-written critique of it appeared in the New 
York Independent —a very prominent American 
journal, destined afterwards to declare the 
author’s identity, and to be the first to do so. 

In the columns of this paper had been frequently 
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seen some peculiarly graceful and impassioned 
poems, signed by one Eric Mackay—-notable 
among these being a lyric entitled “ The Waking 
of the Lark " (included in our present volume), 
which, to quote the expression of a distinguished 
New York critic, “sent a thrill through the 
heart of America.” There are no skylarks in 
the New World, but there is a deep tenderness 
felt by all Americans for the little 

** Priest in grey apparel * 

“ Who doth piepare to 3ing in air his sinless summer carol,” 

and Eric Mackay’s exquisite outburst of tender 
enthusiasm for the English bird of the morning 
evoked from all parts of the States a chorus of 
critical delight and approbation. The Rev. T. 
T. Hunger, an American critic, wrote concern* 
ing it to the editor of The Independent ;— 
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"This strikes me as the best poem I have 

• » 

• seen for a long time. As I read it stanza after 
‘stanza, with not an imperfect verse, not a 
‘commonplace, but with a sustained increase 

t 

c of pure sentiment and glowing fancy if I was 
1 inclined to place it beside Shelley's. It is not 
1 so intellectual as Shelley's, but I am not sure 


1 that it k not truer. 


Mackay’s is the lark itself. 


* Shelley's is himself listening to the lark. Be- 


* sides Shelley makes the lark sing at evening 


1 as I believe it does—but surely 1 it to the mora- 


* 1 ing doth belong/ and Shakespeare is truer 
*in putting it at * Heaven's gate.’ It is a great 


( refreshment to us tired workers in the prose of 


1 life to come across such a poem as this, and 
‘seldom enough it happens nowadays. “Tell 
‘Mr. Eric Mackay to sing us another song.” 
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This admired lyric was copied from the 
Independent into many other journals, to¬ 
gether with several other poems by the same 
hand, such as il A Vision of Beethoven/’ the 
beautiful verses addressed to the Spanish 
violinist, Pablo de Sarasate, and a spirited reply 
to Algernon Charles Swinburne, reproaching him 
for the attack which the author of “ Tristram of 

a* 

u Lyonesse ” had made on England’s name and 
fame. One day a simple statement appeared 
in the Independent respecting the much dis¬ 
cussed “ Love-Letters by a Violinist,” that the 
author was simply a gentleman of good position, 
the descendant of a distinguished and very 
ancient family, Eric Mackay, known among 
his personal friends and intimates as a man of 
brilliant and extensive learning, whose frequent 
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and long residences abroad have made him 
somewhat of a foreigner, though by birth an 
Englishman. A fine linguist, a deep thinker, 
anU profound student of the classics, Mr. Mackay 
may be ranked among the most cultured and 
accomplished men of his day, and, still young 
as he is, will undoubtedly be numbered with 

the choice few whose names are destined to live 

* 

i 

by the side of poets such as Keats, whom, as 
far«as careful work, delicate feeling, and fiery 
tenderness go, Eric Mackay may be said to 
resemble, though there is a greater robustness 
and force in his muse, indicative of a strong 
mind in an equally strong and healthy body, 
which latter advantage the divine Keats had 
not, unfortunately for himself and the world 
The innate, hardly restrained vigour of Mr. 
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Mackay’s nature shows itself in such passages 

# 

as occur in the sonnets, <f Remorse,” “ A Thun¬ 
derstorm at Night;” also in the wild and 
terribly suggestive “Zulalie,” while something 
of hot wrath and scorn lea]) out in such lines 
as those included in his ode to Swinburne, 
whom he addresses:— 

f ‘ O tliou five foot five 
“Of flesh and blood and sinew and the rest.’’ 

* « * » 

“Thou art a bee, a bright, a golden thing 
“ With too much honey, and the taste thereof 
“Is sometimes rough, and something of a sting 
“ Dwells in the music that wc hear thee sing.” 

• * * * 

and 

“Take back thy taunt, I say; and with the same 
“ Accept our pardon; or, if this offend, 

“Why, then, no pardon, e’en in England’s name. 

‘ f We have our country still, and thou thy fame I ” 
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At the same time no one in all England does 
more justice and honour to Swinburne’s genius 
than Eric Mackay. 

lEIis own strength as a poet suggests to 

the reader the idea of a spirited horse reined 

* 

in tightly and persistently,—a horse which 
prances wildly at times and frets and foams 
at the bit, and might, on the least provoca¬ 
tion, run wild in a furious and headlong 
cateer, sweeping all conventionalities out of 
its road by a sheer straight-ahead gallop. 
Mr. Mackay is, however, a careful, even precise 
rider, and he keeps a firm hand on his rest¬ 
less Pegasus—so firm that, as his taste always 
leads him to depict the most fanciful and fine 
“motions, his steady resoluteness of restraint 
:ommands not only our admiration but our 
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respect. While passionate to an extreme in the 
“ Love-Letters,” he is never indelicate j the 
coarse, almost brutal, allusions made by some 
writers to certain phases of so-called love, whidti 
are best left unsuggested, never defile the pen 

i 

of our present author, who may almost be called 
fastidious in such matters. How beautiful and 
all-sufficing to the mind is the line expressing 
the utter satisfaction of a victorious lover:— 

i 

kC Crownin' with a Aits ana sceptred with a joy l n 

No details arc needed here—all is said. The 
“Violinist," though by turns regretful, sorrow¬ 
ful, and despairing, is supreme throughout. He 
speaks of the ” lady of his song " as 

“ The lady for whose sake I shall be strong, 

But never weak ok diffident again." 



INTRODUCTORY NOTICE . 


XXV 


The supremacy of manhood is insisted on 

always; and the lover, thotigh he entreats, 

« 

implores, wonders and raves as all lovers do, 
nSrer forgets his own dignity. He will take no 

second-best affection on his lady’s part—this he 

#■ 

plainly states in verse 19 of Letter V, Again, 

* 

in the last letter of all, he asserts his mastery— 
and this is as it should be; absolute authority, 
as he knows, is the way to win and to keep a 
woman's affection. Such lovely fancies as 

" Phoebus loosens all his golden hair 
“ Right down the sky—and daisies turn and stare 
u At things wc see not with our human wit, ” 

and 

* * A tuneful noise 

“ Broke fiom the copse where late a breeze was slain, 

“ And nightingales in ecstasy of pain 

*• Did break their hearts with singing the old joys, ” 
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abound all through the book. And here it is 

* ^ 

as well to mark tHe decision of v our poet, even 
in trifles. The breeze he speaks of is not 
husk?d> or still —none of the usual epithets aie 
applied to it—it is “ slain” as utterly and as 
pitifully as though it were a murdered child. 
This originality of conception is remarkable, and 
comes out in such linos as 

“ I will unpack my mind of ail its fears ”— 

♦ 

where the word “ unpack ” is singularly appro¬ 
priate, and again— 

“ O sweet To-morrow ! Youngest of the sons 
‘ ‘ Of old King Time, to whom Creation runs 
“ As men to G*I. n 

u Where a daicy grows, 

“ There growF a joy ! ” 
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1 

and beautiful and dainty to a high degree 
is the quaint*“ Retrospect,* where the lover 
enthusiastically draws the sun and moon into his 
ecstasies, and makes them seem to partake in 
his admiration of his lady’s loveliness 

* 

A graver and more philosophic turn of mind 

s 

will be found in “A Song of Servitude,” and 
u A Rhapsody of Death; ” but, judged from a 
critical standpoint, Eric Ma< kay is a purely 
passionate poet, straying among the most volup- 
tuous imaginings, and sometimes seeming to 
despise the joys of Heaven itself for the sake of 
love. Thus he lays himself open to an accusa¬ 
tion of blasphemy from ultra-religious persons, 
yet it must be remembered that in this respect 
he in no way exceeds the emotions of Romeo 
and Juliet, Paolo, and Francesca da Rimini, or 
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>any of those lovers whose passiop has earned 

for their names an undying celebrity. 

In closing the present notice we can but 

express, a hope that this volume of Eric 

Mackay’s poems may meet with the welcome 

it deserves from true lovers of Art; for Art 

* 

includes Poetry; and Poetry, as properly 
defined, is one of its grandest and most 
enduring forms. 

G. IX 


*** Some of the Miscellaneous Poems, and portions of 
the Sonnets in this collection, were originally published in 
volumes now out of print, entitled respectively *' Pygma¬ 
lion in Cypius” and ** Ad Regin am,” the author adopting* 
for a short time, a pseudonym now discarded. 
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LETTER I. 


PRELUDE. 


*rpKACH me to love thee as a man* in prayer, 

X May love the picture of a sainted nun, 

And I will woo thee, when the day is done, 
With tears and vows, and fealty past compare, 
And seek the sunlight in thy golden hair, 

And kiss thy hand to claim thy benison. 


II. 

I shall not need to gaze upon the skies. 

Or mark the message of the morning breeze, 
Or heed the notes of birds among the trees. 
If, taught by thee to yearn for Paradise, 

I may confront thee with adoring eyes 
And dd thee homage on my bended knees. 

—3— 
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m. 

For I would be thy pilgrim j I wdhtd bow 
Low as the giave, and, lingering in the same. 
Live like a spectre?; or be burnt in flame 
To do thee good. A kingdom for a vow 
I’d freely give to be elected now 
The chief of all the servants of thy fame. 

iv, 

^ i 

Yen, likeffca Roman of the days of old, 

I would, for thee, construct a votive shrine, 
And fan the fire, and consecrate the wine j 
And have a statue there, oi purest gold, 

And bow Iheioto, unlov’d and unconsoled, 

But proud withal to know the statue thine* 


v. 

For it were sacrilege to stand erect. 

And face to fare, within thy chamber lone, 
To urge again my right to what hath flown : 
A bygone trust, a passion coldly check’d 1 
Were I a king of men, or 1 uircl-deck’d, 

J wa re not fit 1o claim thee as mine own* 


VI* 

What am I then ? The sexton of a joy, 

So lately slam,—so lately on its bier 
I*aid out m state,—I dare not, for the fear. 
Of this dead thing, regard it as a toy. 

It was a splendid Hope without alloy, 

And now, behold I I greet it with a tear. 
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va. 

It is nay pastime, and my penance, ton, 

**My pnde, my comfort, and my discontent, 

To count tnf burrows ere the day is spent. 

And dream, at night, of love within the blue 
Of thy sweet eyes, and tremble through and through* 
Atid keep my house, as one that doth lament* 1 • 

7 1 vm. 

\ v 1 

Have t hot sinned? t have ; and I am cufst, 

And Misery makes the moments, as they fly, 
Harder than stone, and sorrier than a sigh. 

Oh* X did wrong thee when I met thee first, 

And in my soul a fantasy was nurs’d 

Yhat seem’d an outcome of the upper sky. 


• xx. 

I thought a poor musician might aspire ; 

I thought he might obtain from thee a look, 
As Dian’s self will smile upon a brook, 

And make it glad, though deaf to its desire, 
And tinge its ripples with a tender fire, 

Atyi make it thankful in its lonely nook. 


x. 

I thought to win thee ere the waning days 
Had caught the snow, ere yet a word of mine 
Had paird upon thee in the summer shine; 
And I was fain to meet thee in the ways 
Of wild romance, and cling to thee, and gaze, 
Between two kisses* on thy face divine. 
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Aye l on thy face, and on the rippling hair 
That make** a mantle round ihee in the night* 
A royal robe, a network of the light, 

Which fairies brought for thee, to keep thee fair, 
And hide the glories of a beauty rare 

As those of sylphs, whereof the poets write. 

XII. 

, <«■ 

I thought, by token of thy matchless form, 

To curb thy will, and make thee mine indeed, 
From head to foot- There is no other creed 
For men and maids, in safety or in storm, 

Than this of love* Repentance may he warm, 
But love is best, though broken like a reed. 


XIII. 

“ She shall be mine till death ! ” 1 wildly said, 
"Mine, and mine only.” And l vow'd, apace, 
That I would have thee in my dwelling-place ; 
Yea, like a despot, I would see thee led 
Straight to the altar, with a tear unshed, 

A wordless woe imprinted on thy face. 

XIV. 

T wanted thee. J yearned for thee afar. 

“ She shall be mine," I cried, "and mine atone. 
A Gorgon grief may change me into stone 
If I be baulk'd.” I hankered for a star, 

And soar'd, in thought, to where the angels are, 

To snatch my prize beyond the torrid zone. 
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F xv, 

I heeded not the Caching of the pt*sfc. 

J heeded not the wisdom of the years, 

M She shall be mine,” I urged, 4 * till death appears. 
For death| X know, will conquer me at lash” 

<Vnd then I found the sky was overcast; 

’SVnd then I felt the bitterness of tears. 


"Behold !** I thought, “ Behold, how fair to see 
Is this white wonder ! ” And 1 wish’d thee well 
But, like a demon out of darkest hell, 

I marr’A thy peace, and claim’d thee on the plea 1J 
Ofpride and passion ; and there came to me 
The far-off warning of a wedding-bell. 

XVIIr 

A*friend of thine was walking to her doom, 

A wife-select, who, ere the summer sun 
Had plied its course, would weep for what was 
done,— 

A friend of thine and mine, who, in the gloom 
Of her own soul, had built heiself a tomb, 

To tremble there, when tears had ceas’d to run. 

xvm. 

On this I brooded; but ah l not for this 
Did I abandon wliat I sought the while: 

The dear damnation of thy tender smile. 

And all the toitures that wer£ like a bliss, 

And all the raptures of a holier kiss 
Than fair Miranda's on the magic isle. 
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I urged my suit. ‘^My bond I” I did exclaim, 

“ My pink and white, the hand I love to press. 
The golden hair that crowns her loveliness j 
And all the beauties which 1 cannot name; 

All, all are mine, and 1 will have the same, , 

Though she should hate me for my love’s excess . n 


XX. 

I knew myself. X knew the withering fate 
That would consume me, if, amid my trust, 

X sited for Hope as beggars for a crust. 

4,4 O God I” I cried, entranced though desolate, 
44 Hallow my love, or turn it into hate.” 

And then I bow’d, in anguish, to the dust. 
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LETTER II 

SORROW. 


- * 


i. 

Y fcs, I was mad, t know it I was nud. 

For there is madness in the looks of love ; 
And he who frights a tender, brooding dove 
Is not moie base than I, and not so sad ; 

For I had kill'd the hope that made me glad, 

And curs’d, in thought, the sunlight from above. 


It 

He was a fool, indeed, who lately tried 
To touch the moon, far-shining in the trees. * 
He clomb the branches with his hands and knees, 
And craned his neck to kiss what he espied. 

But dou$i he fell, unseemly in his pnde, 

And told his follies to the fitful breeze, 
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in. 

I was convicted of as strange a tilths. 

And wild as strange ; far, in a hope forlorn, 

X fought with Fate. But now the dag is torn 
'Which like a herald in the days of spring 
l held aloft. The birds have ceased to sing 
The dear old songs they sang from morn to morn. 

i 


All holy things avoid me, Breezes pass 
And will not fan my cheek, as once they did* 
The gloaming hies away like one foibid ; 

And day returns, and shadows on the grass 
Fall from the trees ; and night and morn amass 
No joys for inc this side the cotTm-lid. 


Absolve me, Sweet 1 Absolve me, or I die; 

And give me paid'>n, if no other buon. 

Aye, give me paidon, and the sun and moon, 
And all I he stars that wander through the sky 
Will be thy sponsors, and the gladden’d cry 
Of one poor heart will thank thee for it soon, 

VI. 

And mine Amati—my belovM one— 

Tlu» tender sprite who sax>thes, as best he may, 
My fever’d pulse, and makes a roundelay 
Of all my fears—e’en he, when all is done, 

Will be thy fnettd, and yield his place to none 
To wish thee well, and greet thee day by day* 



SORMJIV. 




For he is human. Though, to look at him. 

To see his shape, to hear,— as horn the throat 
Of some blight angel,—his ecstatic note* 

A sinful soul might dream ofchetubiui* 

Ape! and he watches when my senses swim. 

And I can trace the thoughts that oVr him float. 


Often, indeed, I tell him more than man 
K*er tefls to woman in the honied hours 
Of tranced night, in cities or m Ik>wcxs ; 
And more, perchance, than lovers in the span 
Of absent letters may, with scheming, plan 
For life*# Surrender in the fairy towns. 


IX. 

* 

And he consoles me. There is none I find. 
None in the world, so venturesome and wild, 
And yet withal, so Under, tiue, and mild, 

As he can be. And those wxjo think him Mold 
Are much to blame. 11 is ways aie ever kind ; 
And he can plead as softly as a child. 


And when he talks to me l feel the touch 
Of some sweet hope, a feeling of content 
Almost akin to what by joy is meant. 

And then I brood on this; for Love is such, 
It ma^es us weep to want it overmuch, 

If wayward Fate withhold his full const nt. 



* LX ITER JL 
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XJ, 

Oh, come to me, thou friend of uij desire, 

My lov’d Amati 1 At a word of thine 
I can he brave, and dash away the brine 
From off my cheek, and noutialise the hre 
That makes me mad, and use thee as a lyre 
To curb the anguish of this soul of mine. 

XII. 

Wood as thou art, my treasure, with the strings 
Fair on thy form, as tits thy parentage, 

I cannot deem that in a gilded cage 
Thy spirit lives. The bud that in thee sings 
Is not a mortal. No 1 Knthralment flmgj| 

Its charm about thee like a poet's rage. 


Thou hast no ; but, in an elfish way, 

Thou dost entwine in one, as m a troth, 

The gleesome thoughts of man and maiden both. 
Thy voice is fullest at the flush of day, 

Hut after midnight there is much to say 
In weird remembrance of an April oath. 

XIV. i 

If 

And when the moon is seated on the throne 

Of some white cloud, with her attendants near— 
The wondering stars that hold her name in fear— 
Oh 1 then I know that mine Amati’s tone 
}$ all for me, and that he stands alone, 

First of bis tribe, belov’d without a peer. 



SORROW. ' 


9 

Yea, this is so, my I,ady ! A fair form 
Made of the garner'd 7 1 lies of a tree* 

Tn which of old a dryad of the lea 
Did live and die. He flourish’d m a storm, 
And learnt to warble when the days were warm 
And learnt at night the secrets of the sea. 


AVI* * 

And now he is all mine, for my caress 
And my strong bow,—-an Ariel, as it seems,*— 

A something sweeter than the sweetest dreams; 
A prison’d wizard th it h r »s come to Mess 
And will not cuise, though tmtmul, more or less, 
liy some remembrance that athwart him streams. 


It is the thought of April. ’Tis the tic 

That made us one ; for then the earth was fair 
With all things on’t, and suminn in the air 
Tingled for thee and me. A soft reply 
Came to thy lips, and I was like to die 

To hear thee make such coy confections there. 

xvxil. 

It whs the dawn of love (or so I thought) 

The tender cooing of thy lwosom-bird— 

The beating heart that flutter'd at a word. 

And seem’d for me alone to be so fraught 
With w ants unutter'd! All my being caught 
Glafhor thereat, as at a boon conferr'd. 
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xix, 

♦ 

And 1 was lifted, in a minute’s space, 

As nigh to Heaven as Heaven is nigh to the®, 
And in thy wistful glances 1 could see 
Something that seem’d a joy, and in thy face 
A splendour fit for angels in the place 

Where God has named thmn all in theif degree. 


Ah, none .so West as T, and none .so proud. 

In that wild moment when a thrill was sent 
Right through my soul, as if from thee it went 
As flame from hre 1 Rut this was disallow’d ; 
And I shall sooner wear a winter shroud 
Than thou revoke my doom of banishment. 



*^**^f»-|r<^-J* 'J“ -Ji*^|•*• • J"'•*■''J»*^**A»•J" 
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LETTEK III. 


REGKETS. 




I. 

W HEN I diil wake, to diy, a l>ird of Heaven, 
A wanton, wot loss thing, n wamleiing spiile, 
Pid s< cm to sint; a sum* for my delight ; 
And, far away, did make its holy steven 
Sweeter to hear than lutestrings that nre seven ,* 
And l did weep thereat in my despite. 


If. 

0 glorious sun 1 X thought, 0 gracious kinp 
Of all this splendour that we call the emih ! 
' For thee the lark distils his morning mirth, 
But who will hear the matins that X sing ? 
Who will Ik glad to greet rtte in the spring, 
Or h^ed the voice of one so little worth/ 

— 4 *— 
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Ill. 

Who will accept the thanks I would entone 
For having met thee ? and for having seen 
Thy face an instant in the bower serene 
Of perfect faith ? The splendour was thine own. 
The rapture mine ; and Doubt was overthrown. 
And Grvd forgot the keynote ot its threne* 


IV. 

'i 

I ntae In haste. I seiz’d, as in a trance, 

. My violin, the friend I love the best 
(After thyself, sweet soul!) and wildly pressed, ' 
And fimdy drew it, with a master's glance* 

Straight to my heart! The sunbeams seem’d to dance' 
Athwart the stiing*. to rob mo of my rest* 


V. 

For tlnm *i living thing if did appear* 

And every choul had sympathies for me; 
And somelhmg like a lover’s lowly plea > 
J)i 1 dmke its trune, and something like a tear 
Fell on my i bet i>, to mind me of the year 
When lust we met, we two, beside the sea. 


I stood erect, I proudly lifted up 
The Sword of Song, the bow that trembled now, 
As if for joy, my grief to disallow,— 

Are there not some who, in the choicest cup, 
Imbibe despair, and famish as they sup. 

Sear’d by a solace that was like a vow? 
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vnu 

Are there not some who weep, and cannot tell 
' Why it is thus ? And others who repeat 
Stones of ice, to coo! them in the heat? 

And Some who quake for doubts they cannot quell, 
yet are brave? And some who smile in lleU 
For thinking of the sin that was so sweet ? 

VIII. 

I have been one who, in the glow of youth, 

, ", fTave liv'd in books, and realised a bliss 
' Unfell by misers, when they count and kiss 
Their minted joys ; and I have known, in sooth. 
The taste of water from the well of Truth, 

And found it good. I Jut time has alter'd this. 


IX. 

I have been hated, seorn’d, and thrust away, 

By one who is the Regent of the dowers, 

By One who, in the magic of her powers. 
Changes the day to night, the night to day, 

And makes a potion of the solar ray 
' Which drugs my heart, and deadens it for hours. 


x. 

I have been taught that Happiness is coy, 

And will not come to all who bend the knee ; 
That Faith is like the foam upon the sea, 

‘And Pride a snare, and Pomp a foolish toy, 

And Hope a moth whose wings we may destroy; 
Amfshe I love has taught these things to me 
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XI, 

Yes, thou, my Lady t Thou hast^ade me feel 
The pangs of that Prometheus who was chained 
And would not bow, but evermore maintain'd 
A fierce revolt, I lave I refused to kneel i 
I do it gladly. But to mine appeal ^ 

No answer comes, and none will be ordain’d. 


XII. 

Why, then, this rancour ? Why so cold a thing 
As thy displeasure, O thou dearest One ? 

I meant no wrong, I stoic not from the sun 
The fire of Heaven ; but l did seek to bung 
Glory from thee to me ; and in the Spring 
I pray’d the prayer that left me thus undone, 

xnr. 

I pray’d my prayer. I wove info my song 
Fervout, and toy, and myslcry, and the bleak, 
The wan despair that words can never speak, , 

I play’d Ab if my spirit did belong 
To some old master, who was wise and strong 
Because he lov'd, and suffer’d, and was weak. 

XIV. 

I curb’d the notes, convulsive, to a sigh, 

And, when they falteiM most, I made them leap 
Fierce from my bow, as from a summer sleep 
A young she-devil. I was fired thereby 
To Udder efforts, and a muffled cry 

Cnmi* trom the strings, as if a saint did weep. 



K£GAMTS* 



xv* 

1 changed tbe Uie.iSc. I dallied with the how 
Just tunc enough to fit it to a mesh 
Of meny note, and drew it hack afresh 
To talk, of truth and constancy and woe, 

Ahd life, and love, and madness, and the glow 
'< Of mine own soul which burns into my flesh. 

XVI. 

tv 

It was the Lord of music, i( was he 

Who sehdd jmy hand. 1L forced me, as I play’d, 
To think of that ill-fatec^fairy-ghtde 
Where once we stroll’d at night; and wild and hue 
My notes did ring ; and quickly unto me 
There came the joy that makuh us afraid* 

xvn. 

Oh t I shall die of tasting in my dreams 
Poison of love and ecstasy of iwon ; 

For I shall never kneel to thee again, 

Or sit in bowers, or wander by the streams 
Of golden vales, or of the morning beams 

Construct a wieath to crown thee on the plain J 

XVIII. 

Yet it were easy, too, to compass this, 

So thou wert kind; and easy to my soul 
Were harder things if I could reach the goal 
Of all I crave, and consummate a bliss 
In mine own fashion, and compel a kiss 

More fraught with honour than a king's control. 
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LE TTER III . 


XIX. 

It is not much to say that I waaM die*— 

' It is not much to say that f would dare 
Torture, and doom, and death, could I but share 
One kiss with thee. For then, without a sigh, 

I’d teach thee pity, and be graced thereby. 

Wet with thy tears, and shrouded by thy half. - " • 


XX. 

It i& not much to say that this is so ; 

Yet I would sell my substance and nay brCatb 3 
v And all the joy that names from Nazareth, ' 
And all the peace th.it :ul the angels know. 

To lie with thee, one minute, in the snow 
Ot thy white bosom, ere 1 sank in death t 
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^ *npHE earth is glad, I know, when night is spent, 
X 'Bpt then she wakeo tlie hirdhiigt in the bown. 
And, one by one, the lo^y-foured horns 
Start for the race ; and Jrom Ins aimson tent 
The soldier-sun looks o’er the funumuit ; 

And all his path is strewn with festal flowers. 


ir. 

But what his mission ? What the happy quest 
Of all this toil ? He journeys on his way 
As Caesar did, unbiased by the sway 
Of maid or man. His goal is in the west. 

“Will he unbuckle there, and, in his rest, 
J>t&ara of the gods who died in Nero's day ? 









LETTER IV\ 


Witt he arraign the traitor in hi>%amp? 

The Winter Comet who, with streaming hair. 
Attack'd the sweetot of the Pleiads fair 
And ravish'd her, and leit her in the clamp 
+ Of <iull decay, nor re-illumcd the lamp 

That show’d the place she occupied in air* 


IV. 

t- 

No ; his not so I He seeks his lady*moon, >* • 
The gentle orb for whom Kndyimon sigh'd, 
Arid trusts to find her by the ocean tide. 

Or near a forest in the corning June ; 

Tor he lias lov'd her since she lale did swoon 
In that eclipse of which she nearly died. 


V. 

lie knew her then ; he knew her in the glow 

Ol all her i baim *. 1 ie knew that she w||» chaste* 

And that she wore a girdle at her waist 
W’buei than pen! And when he eyed her so 
He knew tli.it in the final ovetthrow 

He should pievuil, and she should be embraced. 

vi. 

but were I minded thus, were I the sun, 

And thou the moon, I would not bide so long 
To hear the marvels of thy wedding-song ; 

For J would have the planets, every one, 

Conduct thee home, before the day was done. 

And call thee 411 ecu, and crown thee in the throng. 



YhAliWNGS. ' 

life 


VII, 

Ami, Uke Apollo, a would fu*.h on thee, 

And rend thy veil, and call thee by the name 
That Daphne lov'd, the load 4ar id Ins fame; 

And make myudf for thee as white to see 

As whitest marble, and as wildly tree 
As Lejda’s lover with his look of Jlame, 

vm. 

And thrfre should then he fcies that should not ceaa 
Till I had kiss’d thee, lov’d one ! in a trance 
lasting a life-time, through a life’s romance ; 

And every star should have a mate apiece, 

And X would teach them how, in ancient Greece, 
The gods were masters of the maidens’ dance. 


IX. 

T should be bold to act ; and thou should\st feel 
Terrc^and joy combined, m all the span 
Of thy sweet body, cue my fmgcis ran 
From curl to curl, to prompt Hue how to kneel ; 
And then, souKstncken by fhy mute appeal, 

I should be quick to answer like a mau. 

X- 

What ! have I simvd, dear Lady? have I sma'd 
To talk so wildly ? Have I shin’d in tins ? 

An angel's mouth was surely meant to kiss 1 
Or have I di eamt of courtship out in Inde 
In some Wild wood ? My soul is fever-thinn’d, 
And nerce and faint, and frauded of its bliss. 
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xi. 

1 will not weep. I Will not in tU’c night 
Weep or lament, or, bending on iny knees, 
Appeal lor pity 1 In the ciu Acred trees 
The wind is boasting of its one delight; 

And 1 will boast of mine, in thy despite, 

And say I love thee mo/e than all of thes^. 

XXI. 

The rose in bloom, the linnet as it sings 
The fox, tlie fawn, the cygnet un the mere* 

Tlie dragon-fly that glitters like a spear, — 

All these, and more, all these ecstatic things* 
Possess their mates ; and some arrive on wings, 

And some on webs, to make their meanings clear 

xm. 

Yea, all these things, aiul more than I can tell, 
More than the most we know of, one aid all, 

Do talk of Love. There is no other call 
>'iom wind to wave, from rose to asphodel. 

Than Loves alone— the thing we cannot quell, 

Do what wc will, from lout to funeral, 

XIV. 

What have T done, I only on the earth. 

That I should wait a century for a word? 

A hundred y ears, 1 know, have been deferred 
bmee last we met* and then it was in dearth 
Of gladsome peace ; for, in a moment's girth, 

My shuddering soul was wounded like a bird. 
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xv. 

I knew thy voice, f knew the veering sound 
Of that sweet oracle which once did tend 
To treat me giandly, as we beat a fnturi ; 
And I would know*i if darkly underground 
' X lay,as dead, or, down among the drown'd, 

I blindly stared, unvalued to the end. 


X/J. 

There! take again the kiss t took from thee 
Last night in sleep. I met thee in a dream 
And drew thee closer than a monk may deem 
Good for the souk I know not how it be, 

Hut this I know : if God he good to me 
I shall be raised again to thine esteem. 

m XVII, 

I touched thy neck. I kissM it. I was hold. 

And IRld am I, lo-day, to call to mind 
How, in the night, a imumtir not unkind 
Broke on mine ear ; a something new and old 
Quick in thy breath, as when a laic is told 
Of some great hope with madness intertwined. 

XVI IT. 

And round myjips, in joy ami yet in fear. 

There seemed to dart the stings of kisses warm. 
These were my honey-bees, and soon would swarm 
To choose their queen. But ere they did appear, 

X heard again that murmur m mine*ear 

Which secmM to speak of calm before a *.torni« 
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XIX. 

* # What is it, love?” J whispc^d in my sleep, 

Anti turned to thee, as April unto May* 

** Ait mine in truth, mine own, by night and day, 
Now and for ever r” And 1 heard thee weep. 

And then jmti.vle; and then my soul did leaj^ 
Swiftly to thine, in love’s ecstatic sway. 


I fondled thee ! I drew thee to my hearty' 

Well knowing in the daih that joy is dumb. 
And then n tty, a M^h, a sob, ihd. come 
Korlh from thy lips, . . .1 widen'd, with a start. 
To find thee gone. The day h.id taken part 
Agamsl the total of my blissed f.um. 


A 
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LETTER V. 


CONFESSIONS. 
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O lady mine 1 O Lady of my Life ! 

Mine and not mine, a being of the sky 
* Turn'd into Woman, nnd I know not why 
Is’t well, bethink thee, to maintain a strife 
With thy poor servant ? War unto the knife, 
Because I greet thee with a lover's eye ? 


Is*t Well to visit me with thy disdain, 

And rack my soul, because, for love of thee, 
1 was too prone to sink upon my knee, 

And too intent to make my meaning plain. 
And too resolved to make my loss a gain 
To do theft good, by Love's immortal ple&F 

- 5 — 
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O friend I forgive me for my dream of bliss. 

Forgive : forget; be just I Wilt not forgive? 

Not though my teats should fall* as through a sieve 
The salt sea-sand ? What joy hast thou In this ; 

To be a maid, and marvil at a loss ? 

Say 1 Must I die, to prove that 1 can live? 


Shall this be so ? E’en this ? And all my love 
Wreck’d in an instant? No, a gentle heart , 
Beats in thy bosom ; and the shades depart 
From all fair gardens, and fiom skies above, 

When thou art near. For thou ait like a dove, 

And dainty thoughts are with thee where thou art. 


v- 

i 

Oh ! it is like the death of dearest kin, 

To wake and find the fancies of the biain 
Seat'd and confused. We languish in the strain 
Of some lost music, and we find within, 

Dec]* m the heart, the record of a sin. 

The thrill thereof, and all the blissful pain. 


VI. 

For it is deadly sin to love too well, 

And unappeased, unhonour’d, unbesought. 

To feed on dreams ; and yet *tis aptly thought 
That all must love. E’en those who most rebel 
In Eros 1 camp have known his master-spell; 

And more shall learn than Eros yet has taught* 
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* vn. 

But I am mad to love. I am not w» ,e. 

I am the'worst of mm to km- rh P ; oest 
Of all sweet wnnn*n 1 An untimely jest, 

A thing made up of rhapsod vs and .ighs. 

And \m or darned on eatth, and in the skies. 

And undesimi in tumult ami m re ~t. 

vm. 

All this is true. I know u. 1 an* he. 

1 agp that man I am the hated fnencl 
Who once received a mile and sought to mend 
His soul with hope. U tyi ant l by *he plea 
Of all thy grace, do thou act opt from me 
At least the notes that know not to offend, 

rx. 

Sec ! I will strike nmm th"- majot - ford 
Of that great song, which, >n his early days, 
Beethoven wrote , and thine shall be the praise, 
And thine the frenzy like a soldier’s -word 
Flashing therein ; and thine, O thou adoicd 
And bright tree Lady ! all the poet’s lays. 


To thee, to thee, the songs of all my joy. 

To thee the songs that wildly seem to bless. 
And those that mind thee oi a past caress. 
Lo 1 with a whisper to the Winged Boy 
Who nde^my fate, I will my strength employ 
To make a matin-song of my distress. 
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v» 

But playing thus a*id toying wiki the notes, 

T half forget the cause I have to weep ; 

And, like a reaper in the realms of sleep, 

I hear the bird of morning where he floats 
High in the welkin, and m fairy boats 
X see the minstrels sail upon the detp. 

XIU 

In mid-suspend on of my leaping bow 
1 almost hear the silence of the night ; 

And, in my soul, J know the star r are bright 
Because they love, and that * v iey nightly glow 
To make it cleat that there h nought below. 
And nought above, so ia.r a«? Love’s delight. 


But shall I touch my heart by speech alone, 
Without A mail ? Shall I prove, by words, 
That hope is rut ant for men as well as birds ; 
That I would late a scorpion, or u stone, 

In lieu of gold, and .sacrifice a throne 

To be the keeper of thy hocks and hertLs ? 

XIV. 

Ah no, my f.ady ! though I «ang lo thee 

With fuller voice than sings Ibe nightingale— 
Fuller and softer in the moonlight pale 
Than lays of Keats, or Shelley, or the free 
And fire-lipp’d Byron—there would come to me 
No word of thine to thank me for the tale. 
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xv* 


Thou wouldbst not heed. Thou vv < ndd "si not any-when, 
In bower 01 grovc—or in I he holy nook 
Which shields thy bed -1 turn would’st not care to look 
For thoughts of mine, th agh faithful m their ken 
As are the minds of KnghuuBs fi^hum* men 
Wneu they inscribe tln.ii hi Honour's book. 


{ Vi 

Thou would’&t not uue {•> *■ .»n my < ua, and through 
This face of mine, the m'u! v fm scraps of thought. 
Yet ’tis a face that sonievhere ius been taught 
To smile in tears». Min** i y ,u* * lunewhal blue 
And quick to Hash (if wn.r 1 b* m be hue) 

And dark, at tinier, us v eivd newly wrought, 

v v >. 

But wilt thou own \if W 1* thov in the scroll 
Of my sad life, percent-. :ls m a hive, 

A thousand happy fauuis Thar eoutrbv 
To seek thee out t r l hy bosom is the goal 
Of all my thoughts, and qui»k to thy control 
They wend i mm way, clue to be alivv. 


Xt'HI. 

But thac is something I could iwvf" hiing 
My soul to compass. I\o 1 could I compel 
Thy plighted troth, l would not have thee tell 
A he to God. Til have no wedding-ring 
With loveless hands around my neck to cling ; 
For this Vet e worse than all the lires of hell. 
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xix, 

I would not lake thee horn :i ItK'cr^ lips. 

Or from the* rostrum of a loiring crowd. 

Or from the ineniniv of a husband's shroud, 

O 1 from the jpmh-t whe-c a C*e->ur sips- 
I would not touch thee with my finder tips, 

Hut I would die to seivc thee, "--and he proud* 


XX. 

And could I enter J leaven, and find therein, 

In all the wide dominions of the an. 

No ttace of thee muon*; the natives tli^re* 

1 would n >t hide with th< n» - -No l not to win 
AseiapVs lyif*— hut 1 would sm asm. 

And irec. iny soul* and seek Uire utheiwucrc ? 



v'f^^7 ■' "V,- - iL' *av&} 
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LETTER VI. 


DESPAIR. 


' ft 


T au undent. Mv k p tuw me, 

X For 1 have lov'd wh.*ie loving w<is denied. 

To-day is Lsrk, and V ( -trid,iy has died. 
And when To-morrow comes, eicci and bee, 
Like some gteiti kirp,, wlunc tyunt wdl he be, 
And wh"ic defendei in the days oi pride? 


II. 

I am not cold, and yet November bands 
Compress my heart. I know the month is May, 
And that the sun will warm me if I stay. 

But who is this? Oh, who is this that stands 
Straight in my path, and with hts bony hands 
Appeals to me to turn some other way ? 



44 


LETTER VI. 


nr. 

It is the phantom of my tourdcVd joy. 

Which once again has come to persecute, 
And tell me tales which late I did refute* 

But lo 1 1 now must heed them, as a boy 
Takes up, in tears, the remnants of a toy. 

Or bard forlorn the fragments of a lute. ^ 


IV. 

It is the ghost that, day by day, did come 
To tempt my spirit to the mountain-peak ; 

It is the thing that wept, and would not speak, 
And, with a sign, to show that it was dumb, 

.Did s<*cm to hint ar i >eaih that was the sum 
Of all we know, and ad we strive to seek. 


V. 

And now it com* <• aram, ami with its eye 
Bluodsh >1 and blear, though pallid ui its face, 
Doth point, < x.iumg, lo tho very place 
Whur I do ktf p, that no om may desciy, 

A lany's giovt, a ubbon, ant i j t! >yt 

A perjur’d ius«\ which oft I did embrace. 


vr. 

It iruMTi'!, perehnnre, that i oni*t make an eatl 
* 1/ all the..e things, and bum them as a fee 
T»» my 1 despair, when down upon my knee. 
O piteous thing I have pity ; he my friend j 
O? say, at least, that blessings will descend 
On her I love, on hei if not on me 1 



DESPAIR. 
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} VII. 

The Shape did Miiil'V and, vriidly, with a start. 
Did shrivel up, as wh? n a 6ie is opeut, 

Whereof the smoke ob^oned the finnanuiiU 
And then i knev' it had nut tried my heart. 

To teach me how to play a manly |wn, 

A^fl strengthen me *:,» ah u,y good intent, 

viji. 

And here I stand alone, < en like a Ic.if 
In sudden frost, as »jniu .m the Hint* 

Of wounded bird, w!u«.h kmjw-.it oumot sing. 
A child may moan, but m»! ,< n i i^>un(L*tiAj chief. 

If we be sad, if we no a gn»_». 

The grief should be tm '.lave, »md not the king. 


Ye-*', l will paa^e, and pirn I' Ui-m -jnt (he F<..d 
"The full discernment t f my ><.ny cheer, 

And why the > ni;li/di |F 1 : vns no hmt,e» clear, 
And why, m spite of amp id>, and the vad, 
The sickly blank ib,*» o’er n>v Me v *,\* t 
I cannot kneel to-day, or shed a teai. 


x. 

It was thy friend- hip. It vn, tins 1 hail, 

This and no woie. X was a fool to doubt, 

1 was a fool to strive U> put to unit 
My many foes thy rousingt. tender-glad, 
Which all had said :— 4< Avoid him 1 he is mad- 
Mad with his love, aud Love’s erratic shout” 
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:a. •* 

J should have known, - l should guess'd in time,— 
That, like a sott mhupe wt twilight hour. 

My dream woulu m< U. and toh me of its dower. 

I should have guess'd ill P \11 the heights sublime. 
Which look’d 1 ske &fnce> and ota'a built in rhytQ£» 
Would dioop and die, hk<* petals from a flower. 


I should have known, imtuod, that to the brave 
All things are seivants. Hut 117 lost Delight 
Was like ike ship that fourdeis in a night, 

And leaves no m,*.k 1 f ■ >v th'-o/ !s Passion's grave 

All that is left lass a the to d mg w.i\e? 

The loam thti«'of, th\ ..limt «uJ the blight ? 


m 

I had a Ik ei > « skip*., ui*I »e are they? 

Where aie tin y '• 1 1 £* a el win o the merchandise 
l tieaoined onn .>?< empne's gni ,<*n prize. 

The empii** of a soul, wi-w n. a day, 

Tost all ils wt'.illh (' 3 w.t deceiv’d, I siy, 
hor I had icikon'd on ? lopitiuus skies. 


XIV. 

I loolrM afar, ami saw no Mgu of w» uk> 

1 look'd att^ar, j.nri fell the summer btcefce 
vVami on my cheek ; and forth upon the seas 
I sent my ships ; and would mu hav< them back, 
’1 In >tigh mimic avert’d a storm was on the track 
Of .Ji I lov’d, and all I own’d of these. 



D BSP 4 m. 
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. xv, 

4 . ,9 

One ship was “Joy/' the second 4 'Truth/* the third 
*‘L*>ve in a Dream, T a»»d, last not least of aJl, 

4 * Hope/' and “Content/’ and “ I ride that hath 
a Fall.” 

And they were goodly v* ssels, by my word. 

With Sails as strong as pinions of a bird. 

And crew that answer’d well to Duty*#, call, 

XVI. 

In one of these—tn Hope" —where I did f!y 

A lofty banner,—in this slop ! four at 
Doom’s-day at last, and all my ( n w were drown’d. 
Yes, I was wreak’d In diis, and here t lie. 

Here on the beach, forlorn and like fu die. 

With none to pray for :rc on holy ground. 

'iVU, 

O sweet my "Lady 8 If thou pa^s this way. 

And thou behold me where I he beset 
Uy wind and wave, ind powerless to f< rget. 

Wilt not approach me tin ughtfully ami ■-,'y : — 
ci This man was iiue. He lov’d use night and day 
And though I spum’d at him, he loves me yet.’ 


xvm. 

Wilt not withhold thy blame, at least to-night. 
And shed for me a tear, as one may grieve 
For people known in books, for men who weave 
Ropes out. of sand, to lead them to the light ? 

Oh t treat me thus, and, by thy hand so white, 

I will forego the dreams to which I cleave. 



LETTER EL 



Be just to m**, and say, w t»-*n all is o 7 erv 
When som> j such 1 ><oV i '\dmly laid aside : 

M The shadow-men hsv« hvhi and lov'd and died jj 
The shadow-women will he vexed no more. 

Bat there i;. One for whom my heart is spre, ^ 
Because he look a .shadow lor his guide.” 1 


XX. 

Say only this ; hut pray for me withal. 

And let a phying thou;,! 1 po‘srs, thee then. 
Whether at horn*;, at 't\i, or in j glen 
Tn some wild nook. If w« . c a joy to tall 
Dead at thy feet, at a ‘nmtjui's call, 
hot I should then h> peerless among men T 



-^r -A -5jf- -!# ^3^ 

JLcttei VII. 

** HOPE. -> 


■%: ^ ^ y 



*- % % -* 





LETTER vrr. 


IlOI'K. 


D TEAKS of mine ! Ye start I know not why. 
Unless, indeed, to piovc that 1 am glad. 
Albeit fast wedded a thought so sad 
I scarce can deem that my despair will die, 

Or that the sun, careeiing up the sky, 

Will warm again a world that seem'd so mad. 


And yet, who knows ? The world is, to the mind. 
Much as we make it ; and the things we tend 
Wear, for the nonce, the live lies that we lend. 
And some such things are fair, though ill-defined. 
And some are scathing, like the wintry wind ; 

And sortie begin, and some will never end. 
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m. 

How can I think, ye tear* i that 1 have been 
The thing I was—so doubting, so unfit. 
And so unblest, with brows for ever knit, 
And hair unkempt, and fac* becoming lean 
Ami cold ami pale, as d j late had seen ^ 
Medusa’s head, and all the scowls of it? 


Oh, why is lid. ? Oh, w f ln have I so long 
Ihoodsd on grief, and made myself a bane 
To gotde: no UK and all the happy plain 
'Where onu i met the Lady of my Song, 

The lady for v hose sV r a I shall he strong, 

But never weak oi ddhdrnt again ? 


I was too shorn of hop*. ! did employ 

Words Id e a moumei ; and to tier I hov’d, 
A i one nrwht kneel to Gior\ in its shroud. 
But 1 am trowidd to-day, and not so coy— 
Crown'd with a kiss, and sceptird with a jo}' J 
And ad the world ,>hdl see that 1 am proud* 


1 shall be sated now, l shall receive 

More than the guerdon of my wildest thought, 
More than the most that ecstasy has taught 
To saints in Heaven ; and more than poets weave 
In madcap verse, to warn us, or deceive ; 

And more than Adatn knew ere Kve was brought 



HOPE . 
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► I vri - 

I know the* meaning now of all the signs, 
And all the joys I dreamt of in my dreams. 
I realise the comfort of the streams 
When they reflect the shadows of the pines. 

I kno'^hat there is hope for celandines. 

And that a tree is merrier than it .seems. 


VI IT. 

I know the mighty hills h xvo much to tell; 

And that they quake, at rimes, in undertone. 
And talk to stais, he*’ .uv* s*> much alone 
And so unlov’d. 1 know tii <t, m t)u dell. 
Flowers are betroth’d, and that a wedding-hell 
Rings in the biucze on which a moth has flown. 


I know such things, becau ,e to loving hearts 
Nature is keen, and pieasuies, long delay’d. 
Quicken the pulse, and turn a truant shade 
Into a sprite, equipp’d with all the daits 
That once were Cupid's ; and the day departs, 
And sun and moon conjoin, a> man with maid 


x. 

The lover knows how grand a thing is love, 

How grand, how sweet a thing, and how divine 
More than the pouring out of choicest win* 1 ; 
More than the whiteness of the whitest dove , 
More than the glittering of the stars above ; 

And such a love, O Love 1 is thine and mine. 



54 


LETTER V/L 


xu \ 

To me the world, to-day, has thrown 30 fair 
1 dare nut trust irsy elf to think of it. 
Visions of light nound mu s< cm to llsi, 
And T’fmrbus loosen . rd) hr < olden hair 

c*. 

Right down the aky ; ?nd da. it*s turn an A 
At things we see not wdh our human wit. 


XI!* 

I 

And hrtt\ he i le me, then* are mosses green 
Tn shelter'd nooks, .uk 1 gnats ns bright array. 
And lordly hrtlh^ out f»-r h* luUy ; 

And spiders small Th.it wu'k in silver sheen 
To make a kiitlr for ihu hairy ihivcu. 

Hut she ma\ d»m it on ih< Tost of May. 

vi i 

i hear, in thou I her: the v ny words 
That Arethe ,a, turn'd in* , o a hiook, 

Spoke to tn.’oa, when her <e\ive she took 
Of ail sin Inv’it -lew w» »*]>n » us the birds 
Shrill’d out of tum\ and all »ho fugMenhl herds 
SmmpeiM to death, m .pile of jrpe and ciook 


v i v. 

I know, to-day, whv winds were made to sigh 
And why th**y hide themselves and why they gloat 
In some old rum ! Mote confers with mote, 

Ami shell with shell ; amt corals live and die. 

And die and live, below the deep. And why? 

To make a neckhu*. for my lady’s throat. 



MOPE. 
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! w. 

And yet the world, tr> aP ds vanvi guth. 

Lacks what w r look fv>r* i here in 'something base 
In mere existence—i-mm t hvv* m tlic* hue 
Of men and women vim )t :e'< t pt - tK eaith. 

And aJJ its havings, as «• right ot bmh. 

But nut its quittance, hu- us >e>u*upptaotn 


There have been moments, ?t the set of sun, 
Wii^n l haw longM tor wings upon the wind, 
That I might se* L a i hi net to my umvi, 

More full'd* ’vel«»;M< liuvt < hu. prv * nf one , 

With more of scop* , wh* r ail i- uvl find done, 
To satisfy the wants I'] human ^snd. 


A world with die „ «> lorn *, lit 'iue * emote 
And unknown ifci |, s huh m* sige’o* Lv n 
Has cotnpa. \ \ t , «d who It i.o imimm p* o 
Has traced tin bum* - vlu^* n / vwms float 
Irrwimi or wav*, and vdo m- *h. may note 
A thousand iup'uies n ^ve.dd l*> men. 


N v i 1 i, 

To be transported to :t n. t.je ^ir. 

On some tran i i’«‘nden* vugd m ♦ uly Jum 
Beyond the horn'd projections <>l the muon ; 
To have oii r being m a brutal Mai, 

In lamjs of light, where only angels aie. 

Athwart the spaeea where the comets swoon. 
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xix, ^ 

To be all this : to have in our estate 

Worlds without stint, and quit them for the day 
Of some new planet where a summer’s day 
Tasls tifty yen is ; rout tin re to celebrate 
Our Golden Wedding, by the will of Fate— 

This were .1 sabpU foi r» seraph’s lay. 


XX. 

This were a life to live, --a life indeed,— w 

A tiling to die for ; if, in tiuth, we die 
Whf-n we but put our vtMuienis by- 

Tins weic* a c!ior»x for a lover's need 
Sw<*'*>cr than borips, and hohei t’i m the creed 
Ot half the £caloi<- who fcmvt bought the sky. 




LlUlv V’U. 

A VISION. 







Vlll. 


A VISION 



Y jes, l will U'U th ,v v but., a Wi i k ago, 

1 dreamt of the*, r.nd all ihe joy Ihtrcin 
Which l coueci v’d, and to 1 the holy din 
Of throbbing which auprm'd to How 

From room to room, as if to rnanc me know 
The powtn thereof to load mr out of bin. 


Jr, 

Mtsthoughl I --aw thee in n iay of light, 

This side a giove —a dream within a dre un — 
With eyes of under [-leading, and the gleam 
Of far-off tairnmub in thy Ues-es bright ; 

And I did tremble it the gracious Sigh’, 

As ofte who sees a naiad m a stream. 
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LETTER VIJL 


UI - V. 

X follow’d thee. i know that, in the wood, 
Where thus wc met. tlure was a try&tmg-placc;. 
I follow’d lht*e T as mortals in a chase 
Follow the deer. 1 knew that it was good 
To track thy step, pud promptly understood 
The tilt id biv*h that lkdtiVd to thy iacc* 


\v. 

X followed thee to where a lnook did run 
Cio ie to a grot ; «nd th' re X knelt to thee* 
And then a m on* of PuT dew over me,— 
ihrds winch arrived hecaii'tie' day was done. 
To snm t v 'e S met us of ij,/ ,t tuisp tun ; 

r_J t m * 

And then I heard thy v ace upon the lea. 


v ‘ follow f *’ it cried. 1 io&e raid follow'd fast; 
And, m rny cheurri, 1 feU 1 he dieam was true, 
And that, full soon, TiUma, wuh hei ciew 
Of imps and (ays, would meet nv i '*;< the blast, 
lint this was hindered , and 1 <pih Iny passed 
Into the valky where O '; cedars gtew. 


v u 

And wh.*i a scene, O God I and what repose. 

And what sad splendour in the burning west; 

A languid sun low-dropping to Iris rest, 

And incense rising, as of old i! rose. 

To do him honour at the daylight's close,—- 

The bird* entranced, and all the winds repress’d. 
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A flSION. 


* ; vir - 
I followed thee, 1 came fo m hete a shrine 
Stood in the trees,, Hid where un o:d,en gate 
n^wung in the air, turbulent of J.de. 

I touch'd thy baud ; >t rp.sv r^d mto rum. ; 

And then*! look’d into thy hmr t^ 

And saw the smile for whrm tiv anpds wan. 

TiUI* 

And lo ! the moon had s.dVd m* o the main 
Of that blue sky, -us n 'in *mn d*vl 
A silver boat t and shea i tuneful iim^o 
Broke from the eop.a “ 4 u *. ) 1 t. oz.: was slam 

And nightingalei, in re.?., y oi p .m, 

Did break thru hear:. with - i.gm.; the old joys. 

?x. 

fi< is this the spot ? i cnevl, ih u this the spot 
Where I rims' tel 1 due all ;ny heart’s desire? 

Is this the nine v.hen 1 nur.t dd.uk the the, 

And eat the snow, and rind u fevei-hot ? 

I freeze with heat, and yet I <e^r it not; 

And all ruy pulses thnll me like a l>re/' 


A wondrous light was tin own upon thy face ; 

It was the light within ; it was the iay 
Of thine own soul. And then a voice did say, 
“Glory to God the King, ami Jcsu’s qtace 
Here anvbhcieafter ! ” And about the place 
A radiance shone surpassing that of day. 
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su. 

It was thy voice. It was the voice I prize 
More than the sound of April in the dales. 
More than the soups n! larks and nightingales. 
And mine than teach*rips ■ ' the worldly-wise. 
‘Glory to God j ^ ^ 1 X “ foi, in the 

And here on ea T 'h> 'h Hr alone prevails. v> 

xu. 

And then X asked tJu o “ Shill T tell thee now 
All that I think *>f, when, by land and sea. 
The day 4 ' and night*, diume thf' world for me? 
And how 7 iriUM* on rn, linage, as 1 how 
In God’s own place*, v ilh - tbroldoing brow? 
And how, at mghl, \ du'ao* of keying thee? 7 

'* l!». 

Hut thou di^Vt aiu.wt*» f l ust behold this mail 
He G th) lot d, bn love's ind iadys .sake ; 

He is ihv m.i'lt r, * n I much luish'lo 1 . ” 

And 1 perceiv'd, hard b\\ r> ph mtoni war* 

And wild and kingly , v h.» did, walking, span 
'The open space Ih.u 1 iy he^dv' th» l-i^ke. 

X * V „ 

It v r :o» Beethows 1\ w-n ht who enmo 

From monstrous dud' 4 ., to journey yet awhile 
!n pleasant nooks, and v/mruy seek the smile 
Of one lov’d woman—she to whom his fame 
Had been a $d»uy bad she sought the same, 

And lov’d x **otd so grand, so free from guile. 




A f/SIOJV 


ft wusj the Kaiser of th <* hud of song. 

The giant-singer who d>d vtoim the grates 
*Ot 1 leaven and I foil, a m j a iu whom t lie Fate» 
Were fierce as furies, and who suficiV wrong 
And acb d and bore it, raid was b<av; and strong, 
But gaunt as ocean when 'U tags abates. 

-\'vr. 

I knew hte tread, 1 knew him by his look 
Of pent-up sorrow—by his li.nr unkempt 
And tom attire— and by Jiis -mile exempt 
From all but pleading Yet his bod) shook 
With some great joy ; and onw.ml be betook 
His echoing steps the way that I had dreamt. 


I bow’d my head. 1 he lordly being pass’d. 

He was tny Ling, and 1 did bow to him. 

And when \ rais’d mine tyes they were as dim 
As tears could make them* And the moon, aghast. 
Glared in the »ky ; and west w.ad crane a bhist 
Which shook the earth like shouts of cherubim. 

VSVIII. 

I held my breath. 1 could havf* fieri the plate, 

As men have fled befoit* ilie wiath of Gtwi. 

But I beheld my 1 ,ady where she trod 
The darken’d path ; and I did cry apace: 
u Help tt*e, my Lady? ” and thy lustions face 
Gladden’d the air, and quicken’d ail the sod. 
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XIX, 



f 


Then did 1 hear again that voice of cheer. 

4( Lovest thou me,” it said, ‘ 4 or music best ? ” 

I seized thy hand, T drew thee to my bre&st. 
tl Thee, only thee t ” 1 cried, “ Fiona year to year. 
Thee, only thee—not fm e \ ** And stiver •clear, 
Thy voice responded „ •* God will grant the rest.” 


y_>:, 

I kiss'd thine o; 1 T kis/tl them where the blue 
Peep’d smiling tbilh : ,vi l proudly us before 
1 heard the tune* thru lie ill <1 me to the core. 
r< lf thou Jove me,” they :.aid, *‘if thou be true, „ 
Thou shalt have fame, and love, and music too t 
Kutranccd I ku,'Ai the J‘{ s that 1 adore 



Letter IX. 


TO-MORROW. 






LETTER IX. 


TO-MOKKOW. 


:o: 


i 

O LOVE 1 O Love I O CGateway of Debght ! 

Thou porch of peace, thou pageant of the prin 
Of all God’s creatures l 1 am here to climb 
Thine upward step", and daily and by night 
To gaze beyond them, and to st arch aright 
The far-off splendour of my tiack sublime. 


Ii. 

For, in thy precincts, on the further side, 
Beyond the turret where the bells aic rung, 
Beyond the chapel where the rites are uing. 
There is a garden ht for any bride, 

O Love J by thee, by thee are sanctified 
The jojrs thereof to keep our spirits young. 
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irt. 

i 

By thee, dear Love 1 by thee, if all be well— 

And we be wise enough to own the touch 
Of some bright folly that has thrill'd us much— 
By thte, till death, vie rruy regain the spell 
Of wizard Merlin, and in twery dell * 

(’onfiont a Muse, and bow to it as such* 

IV. 

Love * FTapt>y I -ove I Behold me where I stand 
This sivb thy poTil, with my straining eyes 
Turn’d to f he Future. ClomHe-s are the skies, 
And, ha tsdMvn the road which thou hast spanned, 
I se< the gioves ot th.*t elected land 
Which is the place l call my paradise. 


But wha* is this? 'Hie plains are known to me ; 
The hills flic- known, the holds, the Uttle fence, 
The noisy brook a_s clear as innocence. 

And this oid oak, the wonder of the lea, 

Which stops the wind to know if there shall be 
Sorrow for men, or pride, or recompense- 


vr. 

I know these things, yet hold it little blame 

To know them not, though in their proud array, 
The flowers advance to make the world so gay. 
Ah, what a change I The tilings I know by name 
Look unfamiliar all, and, like a ilame, 

Tb~ roses bum upon the hedge to-day. 



TO-HORRO tr, 


VM, 

The grass is velvet. There are peaite thereon* 
And golden signs, and braid that- doth appraj 
Made for a bridal. This is fairy gear 
If I mistake not. T sh ill know anon. 

Nature herself will teach me how to eon 

The new-found words to thank the glowing year. 


vm. 

This is the path that hd m? o the brook • 

And this the an v ibis the mo-s>v slope, 

And this 1 lit place where breezes did elope 
With giddy moths < namouiVl vf a look ; 

And here l Iji* L ilom y oi with r book, 

Dreaming the dreamt of constant y and hope. 


T 

3 loved the river well . but not till now 
Did 1 perceive the iraivck of the shore. 

This is a cart, and tins an emerald Hour ; 
And here Sir Kglantine might make a vow. 
And here a king, a guilty king, might bow 
Before a child, and break his word no more. 


y 

The day is dying. I .hall .>ce him die, 

And I shall watch rhe sunset, and the red 
Of all that splendour when the day is dead. 
And I shall see the stars upon the sky. 

And think them torches that are lit on high 
To light the Lord Apollo to his bed- 
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LEYTE A. IX. 

1 

C 

XL. ^ 

Anri sweet To-morrow, like a golden bark. 

Will cab for me, and h.»d mo on apace 
To win ie l 4saH t>. hold m all her graee ? 

Mine own rnic I..idy, v-i.om a happy lark 
Did late Pilule, appointing, after dark, 

A nightingale to carol Li his place# 

XII. 

Oh, come to mo > Oh, come, beloved day, 

O b T vee* Tu-m-ur-rw 1 ^ oatigvsL of the SOUS 
Of ol I King Turn, fro ’^hom Cication mas 
As men to Oh, quickly with thy ray 

A nonit my he.nl, smi p a . L n.*, h w w in pray, 

A., genii Jl tii ut-^^ht ihe little laies. 

xirx, 

/ am a wt ny of Lhc waiting; hmtr J( 
f am awcaiy of the fsody night* 

The hungry m--rm-uts rob me of delight, 

The crawling mmuu"- steal away my powers ; 

And l am -ick at hc^rt, a, one who cowers, 

In lonely haunts, remov'd from human sight# 

xrv„ 

Ifow shall J think the rrght was meant for sleep, 
When I must *ouitt the dundful hours thereof, 
And cannot b them down, or bid them doff* 
Theix hateful roadts? A man may wake and weep 
From hour to hoar, and, in the silence deep, 

See shadows move, and almost hear them scoff# 



TQ-JI\QRRO W* 
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xv. 


Oh, come to me, Tn-mcnrow t H a friend,, 
And not as one who bi«K Hi iot du* sJock, 

Be swift to come, awl T wdl hero ib< o i nock. 
And though the rm ht to mat r an end 

Of her dull peace, f promptly 1 will dost end 
And let thee in, and thank thto lor the shock. 


XV!. 

Dear, good To-morrcw i m my life, till now, 

I did not tliink to need thee tjuilc so soon. 

1 did not think that I dmnld hate the moon. 

Or new oi old, or that my ho i red brow 
Requir'd tho sun to cool M. I will bow 

To this new day, that he may grant the boon, 

XVII. 

Yes, 'twill consent. Th f day will davm at last. 

Day and the tub* .xppi'..ieV*. Tiny cannot rest. 
They ruunt approach. They by every test 
Of all men’s knowledge, mn» er 'dow t»oi fast, 
Approach ami Irani us. When the night is past. 

The morrow's dawn will lead me to my truest. 

xvm. 

Then shall 1 tremble gie.Jly, and be glad, 

For I shall meet my true-love all alone, 

And none shall toll me of her dainty zone, 

And none shall say bow sweetly she is clad ; 

But I*shall know it. Men may call me mad ; 

But I shall know how bright the w # orld has grown. 
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xrx. 

There is a grammar of th-' tips and eyes, 

And T have learnt it. Tlier-* are tokens sure 
Of truest m love r and 1 have found them pure. 
Is love the guerdon then r Is love the prize ? 

It is 1 It is 1 We find it in the skies, 

And here on earth ’t is all that will endure- 


\ 

X 


xx. 

All things for love. Ah things in some divine 
And wish’d for way, conspire, as Nature knows* 
To some great good* Where’er a daisy grows 
There grows a joy. The forest-trees combine 
To talk of peace when mortals would repine ; 

And he is false to God who flouts the rose* # 



Letter X. 


A RETROSPECT. 





LETTER 


X ~ * 


A K ET R OSPL C 


I WALK again bedde the curing sea, 

And once again 1 h/ukeo to the speech 
Of Wives o.uIung on th«* madden'd beach. 
A sound of awful joy it sterna to mi, 

A shuddering sound of God’s eternity,— 
Telling of things beyond the s age’s reach. 


I walk alone. I see the bounding waves 

Curl’d into foam. I watch them as Ihey leap 
Elite wild sea-horses loosen’d from the deep. 
And well I know that they have ^een the graves 
Of shipwreck’d sailors ; for Disaster paves 
The fearful fields where reapers cannot reap. 



^6 


LETTER A”. 


in. 

Out there, in 3 dands w. hoc the summer sun 1 

Goes down m tempest, lucre are loathsome things 
That crawl to shore, and flap unsightly wings. 

But here there ai * no monsters that can run 
To catch the limbs of bathers ; no ! notone ; 

And he#? the wind is ivnunless when it stings. 

TV, 

There is a glamour all ainiut the bay. 

As if the nymphs of Greece had tarried here. 

The sands aie golden, and the rocks appear 
Chested with silver ; and the breea.es play 
Snatches of song they humin'd when far away, 

And then are hush'd, as if from sudden fear* 

v. 

They think of thee. They hunt ; they meditate. 
They will not quit the shore till they have seen 
The very spot where thou did’st stand serene 
In all thy beauty ; and of me they prate, 

Knowing I love. thee. And, lake one elate. 

The grand old sta remembers what hath been. 


VI. 

I low many hours, how many days we met 
Heie on the beach, in that delirious time 
When all tfcm waves appear’d to break in rhyme. 
Life was a joy, and love was like a debt 
Paid and lepaid in kisses—good to get, 

And gooa to lose—unhoarded, yet sublime- 



A H ETHOS PE 


•'T-i 

-A u 


VIT„ 

We wander'd here. We s.i*i the ndj mivance, 
We saw it ebb. Wc saw thdflpriilowM shore 
Waiting for Ocean with its organ mar, 

Knowing that, day \y dav, lh*ough happy rhancc, 
She would be wooed anew, amid the dance 
Of bridal waves, high bounding as before, 


>111. 

And I remember how, at (2ash -d mom, 

Thou didst depart alone, t*» imo .1 nook 
"5#here none could see thee ; where a lover’s look 
Were profanation woi .e than any scorn ; 

And bow I ^ eat lay way, among the corn, 

To wait for thee beside the Shepherd's brook. 


*x. 

And lo 1 from out a cave thou didst emerge, 
Sweet as thyself, the flower if Womankind, 

I know ’twas thus ; for, in my secret mind, 

I see thee now. 1 see time m the 
Of those wild w ives well knowing that they urge 
Some idle wish, untaikM-of \o the wind. 


X. 

I think the beat h was thankful to have known 
Thy warm, white body, and tht blessedness 
Of thy first shiver ; and I well can guess 
How, when thy limb'- were to&?’d and overthrown, 
The s^a was pleased, and every smallest stone. 

And every wave, was proud of thy caress. 
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LETTER X. 


3fX. 

A maiden diving, with dUhe* ell'd hair* 

Sheer horn a roc®; a t-yreu of the deep 
Call'd into action, ere a wave could leap 
Bieast-high to daunt her ; Daphne, by a prayeiy 
Lured from a forest for the to bear—* 

This were a dream to fill a port's sleep. 

xn. 

This were a thing (or Phoebus to have eyed $ 

And he did eye it. Yea, the Deathless One 
Did eve thy beauty. It was madly done. ,v 
lie saw thee m the mmg of the title. 

He saw thee well* The truth is not deniad : 

The shore was proud to ^how thee to the sun. 

XTT*. 

Never since Venus at a god’s decree. 

Uprose iicm net ( ni, has tlitMC lived on earth 
A fare like thirx , a form o) much worth ; 

And nowheie has ihe uioon-obcvln,* sea 
Known such pcifecUon, down Iroru head to knee* 
And knee to loot, *mee that Olympian birth. 

XIV. 

And, sooth, fhe moon was anxious to have placed 
Her head beside ihce, on the waters bright. 

But she was foil'd ; for thou so late at night 
Would st not go forth : no ! not to be embraced 
By Nature’s Qurrn, though, round about the waist, 
She would have ring'd thee with her softest light* 



A RETROSPECT. 


7 o 


W 

A « v 

XJ* me ! had I a lute of ><n *Tei\p powf r 
1 would enlarge on thr, and phn.ly show 
That there is nothing like diet* hne below,— 
Nothing so comely, nothing in its dower 
Of youth and grace, so Lkc a human dower. 
And white withal, and guiltless a > the snow, 

yvf. 


Fof thou a^t fair iy lih » h 
T hat roses have wh* 1 *. 
And when thou 
The earth is glad to jv t^ r 
Had i the lute o* \ ;;d- »■ i 
All mean cj bounds to n*M 


*h #hc 

i' L r v ft»r a kisr * 

V t 

•ivrg comes amisr- 
•u»i.pTrdiwh, 
'VOtf-d hush 
f h A v-trs of this. 


<vn. 

X would, I swear, by 1‘JL ’ own toir ent, 

Inform all creatines v*h un *bc behold 
That thou ait mine, roui ti at a pen of gold. 
With ink of tire, though hv an au t ei lent. 

Were all too poor lo ted i.uj Uut content, 

And how I love thee seven times seventy fold. 

arvm, * 

And sure am I that, in the ancient day*., 

Achilles heard no voice so passing sweet, 

And none so trancing, none that could compete 
With thine for fervour '? none, in watery ways 
, Where Neptuie dwelt, so worthy of the praise 
Of Thetis’ son, the sure and swift of feet. 



o 


L.ETTER X 


He never met upon the plain;- of Troy 
Goddess or maiden so divinely fraught. 

Not Helen’s self, for whom the Trojans fought, 
Was like to thee. Her love had much alloy. 

But thine lias nones He* beauty was a toy, 

But thin^a a ^ k ra, unudlicd and unbought. 

v ^ 

And nrV*r was scci by *hh t m a s woven. 

An eye like tSmif, j. f tee lai T to see 
As that winch makes uu omlighr sweet to me. 
Nor need 1 wait foi death, >*t tor the levin 
In yonder cloud, tu /in*! t] . path fo Heaven. 

It fronts me ^ m unu-ei in thee ! 





Letter XI. 


FAITH. 







LKTTPR XL 


rAirii- 


N OW will I ring to Gud a cong of praise 

And thank the nmminj; tor the light it brings. 
Aye I and the eailh for every (lower that spunks, 
And every tree that, in the jocund days, 

Thrills to the blast. My voice l will upraise 
To thank the world for every biid that sings. 


II. 

I will unpack my mind of all its fears. 

I will advance to where the matin fires 
Absorb the hills. My hopes and my desires 
Will lead me safe ; and day will have no tears 
And night no torture, as m former years. 

To "Warp my nature when my soul aspires. 

—g— 


LFTTFF Xr 



rn 

* wi]i endure. I will nof strive to peep 
behind the bairier* of the days to come. 

Nor, adding Lip th< figures of n sum, 

I hspo'c of prayers as men dispose of sleep. 

I t.tiin >t I'ouui the stars, or wall the deep : 
itut I can pray, and Faith shall not be dumb* 


IV. 

I take myself and thee is mine estate—- 

'J hee nnd myself. The world is centred there- 
If thou be well I know the skies are fair: 

If not, they press me down with leaden weight, 
And all is dark ; iml morning comes too late ; 
And a!( the birds are tun* lt"\s m the air. 

V 

I need but thee': thee only. 'ITiou alone 
Ait all my joy : a some f hmg to the s»t»hf 
As grand as Sden< c, and a. sno^y whtle 
And do thou pardon if I make it known. 

As oft I do, with mine Amuti’s torn , 

Amid the stillness oi the siariy night* 

vr 

Oh, give me pity of Ihv heart and mi «d> 

Mme own sweet Fady, if l vex thee now. 

If the repeating of my constant vow 
IV imdcsired, have pity I I were blind, 

And deaf and dumb, and mad, were 1 inclined 
To curb my feelings when to thee I bow. 



pa rrw. 


Forgive* the challenge of my longing lips 
If these offend thee \ and forgive me, too, 

If I perceive, witlun thine eye.-> of blur, 

Moie tnan I utter—more than, m eclipse, 

A man may note a tween the argent rips 
Qf frighted Dian whom th # * hates pursue 

vij \ 

It is the thing I dream of; 'tis the thing 

Wc know a.s rapture, when, with sudden thrill. 
It snares the heart and subjugates the will , 

I moan the pride, the power, by which we chug 
To natures nobler than the ones w^ bring. 

To keep entire the nre we cannot chill. 


IX, 

Coyest of nymphs, my Lady ! whom J set 1 
As sailors seek ssilv.ition out at s< a. 

And pods h<mo, amt soldiers victory. 
Behold t I note the hhi^h upon thy cheek. 
The flag of truce that tells me thou art meek 
And ^oon wdt yield thy foito ^s up to me- 


X. 

It fs thy soul; it is thy soul in arms 

Which thus I conquer. All thy furtive sighs 
And all the planets of thy wistful eyes, 
Proclaim the swift surrender of thy charms. 

I kiss thy hand ; and tremors and alarms 
.Discard, in parting, ad their late demise 
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JLETTFR XI . 


xr. 

They were not foes, They knew me, one and al!^ 
'I hey knew I lovM thee, and they lured me on 
To tiy my fortune, and to u.nt thereon 
Bor pist reward, Th» scaling of the wall 
War. not the meed ; there rnrm. the festival. 

And now tVoe conn* 1 ' the crown that I must don* 

XU. 

t ) rry Beloved ! f am king of tnoe. 

And thou my ipiren ; and f will wear the novm 
A Id He moment, for thy low’* renown. 

Vet, for n monv nf, it shall circle o<e r 
And then he thine, so thou, upon thy knee. 

Do seek the s uxit*, with -dl thy Besses down. 

vm. 

For woman till i<* mist res? of the man, 

Though man he master, J Tis the woman's right 
To choose t\t r king, and crown hun m her sight. 
And make him feet the pies am of the span 
Of her soft firms, as only woman can ; 

For, with her weakness, ->he excels his might 

Xiv. 

It is her joy indeed to he ?o frail 

That he must shield her ; he of ah the world 
Whom most she loves ; and then, if he be hurl’d 
To depths of sorrow, she will more avail 
Than half a senate. Troubles may assail. 

But she vrJl guide him by her bps impostrlM. 



FAITH* ’ 


o i 


fV . 

I 

A woman elum; Jo (\x\ii , he was {peat, 

And j'Rut the |)OWi:f he gain'd hy sea ami i,in<l 
But when he wruiu^M hot, when hi spum'd the 
hand 

Which once he knelt t'«, when he. scolFd :U Fate, 
Glory dispers’d, and left him <U rotate ; 

For God xcmuiiber’d ,dl that fust wais ptawwh 

^ vi. 

The cannon''; roar, tfw wisdom of the 

“Hie strength of .inme*, and the thrall of lioj** 

All these .up w< ak compared to v/«..ikr.t limine.. 
Napoleon fell because m puny i.^jc, 

He wrong'd hi^ house ; % and eailb became a cage 
For this poor ca^Ie with his baMer'd wii^s, 

\vu. 

Believe me, 1 a>ve ! 1 honour, night and day, 

The name ot Woman *Tis the nobh i m-x 
V iliams may shame it ; sowowsmuy peipluc } 

But still 'tis watchful. Man m xy lake away 
All its possessions, .all us wniMly sway, 

And yet be worshipped by the soul he wrecks. 

xvnr, 

A woid of love to Woman is as sweet 
As riectar'd laptuie v\ a golden bowl ; 

And when she ipiufL the heaven., asunder mil. 

And God looks through. And, hum his judgement-seat, 
lie blesses those who part, and those who meet, 

Amf those who join the links of soul with soul. 



lul'T&K XI . 


S 8 


ia. 

And uie th» it iimn 1 imtuu* .<* t*od knows there are ? 
Ay*:, I licit' jjc those who learn iri time the laugh 
That ends m madm ss - wonmn who for elt&flf 
Have sold Lheir com * who seek no guiding-star, 
And tnul no faith h# light them fio m afar; 

Of whom 5 tis said : “ They need no epitaph.* ” 


XX. 


AJ1 this e krown ; hu! io I for sake of One 
'Who lives in ghny~-fot iny mother's sake. 
For thine, and hers, O Hove l—I pity take 
On all pout women. Jesu's will he done 1 
Honour foi »I1, and mf.unv for none, 

Tluo side tlie borders oi the L»umiinr lake. 
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-Letter ^Cil 


V I C T o i:y. 
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LET IT K Ml. 


VlClt'KY. 


- c> 


N ow have X uMcVti the goal of my desire, 

For thou hast sworn— as sweetly os a Ml 
Wakes out Us dome the oath l Jove to tell. 

The fealty-oath ol whir!) I never hie. 

The lordly finest seems o r/.'nilyie, 

And sings, mid rings, the thoughts that o'er U swell. 


The air is fill'd with voire 1 ., I have found 
Comfort at last, cnthulmMit, and a joy 
Past all belief; a pence without alloy. 

There is a splendour all about the gtouml 
Ab if from Eden, when live wmld was drown’d, 

Something had come which death could not destroy. 




LETTER XU. 


ML 

it ,ecms, indeed, *ts if to toe wen" sent 

A smile horn Heaven—as if to*duy the clods 
Were lined with silk—the trees divining fixls. 
And roses gems fui some high tournament. 

I should not be so proud, or so contents 
If I could sup, to-night, with all the gods* 


A vhriruM saint would change his place with me 
If he hul It new the worth of what I feci. 

He is eimibcd indeed,' and for his weal 
1 huh mm h concern ; but how forlorn is he I 
lh>w pale his pomp ! He cannot sue to thee, 

I «ut I am sainted every time I kneel. 


I walk’d alnoad, to-day, ere yet the dark 
Had left tin hdla, and down tin, beaten road 
1 .Ktuntet'l forth a mile fmm mine abode. 

1 h<4fd, .Par, (he watchdog's .sudden baik. 

And, ruar at hand, I he liming of a lark, 
bale in its nest, but weighted with an udo- 


'1 he tihiOQ was pacing up (he iky serene, 

Pallid and pure, as if she late had shown 
Her outmost side, and fear'd to make it known; 

Vnd, like a nun, she gazed upon the Merit 
Fiutu bars of ehmd tb.it seemed to stand between. 

And pia}'d and smiled, and smiled and pray’d a/ane. 



r. j civil r. 


yj 


VII, 

TK& stars had fled. Not one icmam'd K laud 
To warn o* ounfort ; oi to make .ciiuiT 
For hope delay'd,—ior ecstasy lh*it end 
At dawn's approach. The hnuaineiit blind 
Of alt iti* eyes ; paid, wanton up the wmd. 

There came the shuddering that the twilight miixL 

Vlil. 

The hills exulted at the Motnrjg's bulb, — 

And clt>u<is assembled, «]uich, as lieu Ids rim 
Before a king to say the light is won. 

The rich, warm daylight lull upon the i\»rLh 
lake wine outpour il m madness, or m ninth, 

To celebrate the using of the suu. 

tx. 

And when the soaring lark had dune his prayer, 

The holy thing, sell-poised aund the blue 
Of that great sky, did seem, a space or two, 

To pause amt think, and then did clip the an 
And dropped to earth to claim his guerdon th<r< . 

** Thank God l” I cried, 4# My dearest dream is tiue I* 

X, 

I was too happy, then, to leap and dance , 

But I could ponder ; I could gaze and gaze 
From earth to sky and back to woodland ways. 

The bird had thrill'd my heart, and cheer'd my glance, 
For he had found to-day hts ncst-iomanre, 

$.ud ldV’d a mate, and crown’d her with his praise- 



LETTER xri ; 


91 


xr. 

O l my Love ? 1 would not for a throne, 

T wtml-l not f<»i the thrones of all the king* 

Who yet have liv'd, oi for si seraph’s wing*,, 
t>r h»i the nod of Jovr when night hath flown, 
Consent to rule an empire all alone, 

N«»! i must have the grace of our two lings* 

VII. 

I uur t possess thee from die downing curl 
hown to du* feet, and hum the beaming eye 
Down to the bo>om where my treasure,'* lie* 

V'rom hiudi to btudi, and lroui the rows of pearl 
i’h it light ihy smile, I must possess thee, girl, 

And be thy lord and master till 1 die- 

xm. 

and no loss ; the keeper oi thv lame. 

The po>ud « oritiollrr of eit«~h silken tiesbj 
And r.ich d' ai item of thy loveliness, 

And i very oath, and rveiy dainty name 
known t«» a bride . a picture m a frame 
Of golden hair, to turn to and caress. 

X t V* 

And though I know th, • prone, in vacant hntir% 
To laugh and iut^ with thase who urcunivent 
And make mad speeches ; though I know the bent 
t M some such men, and though m ladies’ bowers 
Hiey brag of swords — I know my proven power# ; 

1 know my sell and thee, aud am content* 



VICTORY . 


9*5 


' xv. 

J fcrfbw myself; and why *-houM T demur i 
The lily, huwtntT to I he* hor/^’s piny, 

J*! not forgetful r>f the mi io M^y. 

She is his nyim|>h, ami with a * civil.>r 
vShe doth hut jest. The sun looks down at her. 
And knows her true, and loves her day by day 


XVT, 

E’en so I thee, O Lady of my Heart " 

0 l<ady white as lilies on the lea. 

And fair as foam noon the ocean free 

i 

Whereon the sun hath sent a shunngdnit ! 

KVn .SO I love thre, hUmeles- as ihmi u f. 

And with my soul's desire I commas, thee, 

xvx;. 

For thou art \Vomt»tt in the sweetest <-cnse 
Of true endowmerit, and a bnde indeed 
Fit for Apollo. This is Woman’s nerd : 

To be a beacon when the ab is dense, 

A bower of peace, a life-long iccompensp— 

This is the sum of Woman’s worldly cued. 

xvnr. 

And what is Man the while ? And ubat his will ? 
And what the furtherance of his earthly hope ? 
To turn to Faith, to turn, as to a rope 
A drowning sailor ; all his blood to spdl 
For One he loves, to keep her out oi ill— 

This is the will of Man, and this his stoi»o. 



g6 


I*ET7'EK XT/ 


'Tis like the tranquil .sea, that knows anon 1 
It can he wild, and keep away from home 
A thousand ships— and lash u*elf to foam- 
And Ix^at the shorn, and all that lies thereon < 

And catch the thunder ere the flash has gone 
Forth from the cloud that spans it like a domr\ 

yx. 

This is the will of Man, and this is mine- 

Hut lo 1 1 love thee more than wealth or fame. 
More than myself, and more than those who can,* 
With Christ’s commission fiom the goal divine. 

Soul of my soul, and none as ] am chine, 

I elmg to thee, my Life ! as fire to flame- 




flliciqcllan^oiijf 

Pocvrns- 

V y u 





ANTKKOS. 


L 

is the fr^st-day of my irml and mr, 

** hor I am half a god ami hall a mm. 
These art': the hours til whu h .nr heard l*y * ea, 
By land and wav**, and in the icahus of spin e. 

1 lie lute*like sound > which vamtify my <gun, 
And «mv<. me pouei to >'W ty the human race. 


II. 

T am the king whom men call I/uiifer, 

1 am the genius of the nether spheies. 

Give me my Christian ruimc, and l demur. 

Call me a Greek, and straigldway I rejoice. 

Yea, I am Anteros, ami with my tears 
I salt the earth that gladdens at my voice. 

in. 

I am old Anteros ; a young, old god ; 

A sage who miiiIcs and limps upon a ciutch 
But I can turn my cm. eh into a tod, 

And change my rod into a crown of wood. 

Yea, [ am he who conquers with a touch, 
And|>tays with poisons till he makes tlurn good. 

—9 ' 


IOO 


ANTEROS , 


iv* 

The Min, uprising with his golden hair, 4 ' 

Is mine apostle ; and he serves me well. 

Thoughts and desire*, of mini., beyond compare, 
Tiniii at his touch. The moon, so lost in thought, 
lias pined*/or love ; and wanderers out of hell. 
Amt Knots from heaven, have known what I have 
taught. 


Great are my grids ; my joys air multiplex 5 H 
And beasts and buds and men my subjects are ; 
Yea, all created things that have a sex, 

And Urns and flowers and monsters of the mere ; 

All these, and nunc, proclaim me fiom afar, 

And sing my marrhge songs fiom year to year, 

VI. 

Thcie are no bridals but the one^ I make ; 

For men ;ue quicken’d when they turn to nle. 

The soul obeys me for its body’s sake. 

And en< h is form'd for each, as day for night. 

Tis but the soul can pay the body's fee 
To v' in the wisdom of a fool’s delight. 

VII. 

Y»m, this is so. My clerks have set it down, 

And birds have blabbed it to the winds of heaven. 
The flowers have guessed it, and, in bower anti town* 
J/i/ershnve sung, the songs that I have made. 

Give me your lives, O mortals, and, for leaven, 

Vo sl'«iII mcive the fires that cannot fade. 



ANTA ROS. 


sox 


VIII, 

A jjpen 1 0 maidens ! O ye listless on^s t 
Ye who desert my temples rn the East, 

Ye who reject the lays of summer suns, 

Anri ding to shadows in the wilderness , 

Why are yc sad ? Why ftown ye at the feast. 
Ye who have eyes to see and lips to press ? 


IX. 

Why, for a wisdom that ye will not prove, 

A joy that ctudies and a love tb it stints, 

A freak, a frenzy m a fated groove, 

A thing of nothing born of less than nought — 
Why in your hearts do ye desire these things, 
Ye who abhor the joys that ye have sought 


x. 

See, see ! I weep, but I can jest at times ; 

Yea, I can dance and toss my tears away. 

The sighs I breathe are fragrant ns the rhymes 
Of men and maids whose hearts aie over! lit own. 

I am the god for whom all maidens pray, 

But none shall have me for herself alone* 

XI. 

No; I have love enough, hen* where 1 d md. 
To marry fifty maids m their degree ; 

Aye, fifty times five thousand m a band. 

And every bride the proxy of a score. 

Ward ye a mate for miliums? I am he. 

Olory is mine, and glee time evermore*. 
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A NTER0$< 


xri. < 

O men \ O masters ! O ye kings of grief I *' 
Yc who control the wni 'ft hut not the grave* 
What have yc done to make delight so brief. 

Ye who have spurn’d the minstrel and the lyre ? 

I will not s ,\y : “He patiom.'* Ye arc brave* 
Anti ye shall guess the pangs of my desire. 

xm. 

Thrre shall be tr \itors in the m»r t of love. 

And tears and tortures and the bliss of pain. 
The mauls of men shall m rk the gods above, 

And diitiL the nectar of tin* golden lake. 

BiessM are *hoy for whom the gods are fain $ 
They shall be glad for love's and pity’s sake. 


XIV. 

They shall be taught the <;onp«s the f 'vren < 5 know. 
The wave's lament, the west wind’s psalmistry, 
The secrets of t he south and of The snow, 

The wherewithal oi day, and death, and night. 

O men 1 O maidens I pray no prayer for me, 
But sing to me the songs of my delight. 


xv. 

Ayr, sing to me the songs I love to hear* 

And lot the sound thereof ascend to heaven. 
And let th»- singers, with a voice of cheer, 
Annomii c my name to all the ends of earth ; 

And Jot my servants, seventy times and seven, 
Re-* hunt the raptures of roy Samian mirth 1 
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* ■ ^ . xvi. 

Lfct joy prevail, and Frenzy, like a flame, 

Seize all the souls of men for sake o! me. 

For I will have Contention put to shame. 

And all the hearts of all things comforted. 

There are no laws but mine on land and sc a, 

And men shall crown me when then kings arc dead 

1 p 

THE WAKING OF THE LARK. 

1. 

O konnik bird, that in tb: b* d.c, exultant, do at prepare 
thee— 

As poets do whoso thought;, arc true, for wings thut will 
upbear thee — 

Oh ! toll me, tell me, bonnie bird 
Canst thou not pipe of hope deferred ? 

Or Canst thou sing of naught but Spring among the golden 
meadows ? 

n. 

Mcthinks a bard (and thou art one) should suit his song 
to sorrow, 

And tell of pain, as well as gain, that waits us on th*. 
morrow; 

But thou art not a prophet, thou, 

If naught but joy can touch thee now; 

If, in thy heart, thou hast no vow that speaks of Nature’s 
anguish* 

nr* 

Oh 1 I have held my sorrows dear, and felt, tho* poor 
and slighted, 

The songs we love arc those we hear when love is unre* 
qttited* 



io4 THE WAKING OF THE LARK. 


I Jut thou art still the slave of dawn, ^ 

Ami canst not sing till njght be gone, t 
Till o’ei the pathway of the fawn the sunbeams shine and 
quiver. 


IV. 


Thou ,ut the minion oi the sun that rises in his splendour* 
And caud nnt spaie for I ban fair the songs that should > 
attend her. 

The moon, m> sad and silver-pale. 

Is mistress ol the nightingale ; 

And thou wilt sinp on hill and d ne no ditties in the 
iHikness. 


V. 

bur yuecn and Kmg thou wilt not spare one note of thxne 
outpouring ; 

Thou art as free a., bicczes be on Natute’s velvet 
flooring. 

The daisy, with its hood undone, 

The the sunlight, and the run— 

1 huv_ are the joy!., thou holy one, that pay thee for thy 
singing. 


VI. 

Oh, hush l Oh, hush ! bow wild a gash of raptu^ in the 
distance,— 

A roll of rhymes, a toll of chimes, a cry for love’s assist^ 
ance; 

A sound that wells from happy throats, 

A fl ood of song where beauty floats, 

And where oui thoughts, like golden boats, do seqm to 
cross a uver. 



A BALLAD OF A'/SSEB 


lot; 


VII. 

Thttlfc the advent of the laik—the jnii st hi giay appaod- 
Who (loth prepare to trill in an Ins smiths Summer 
carol ; 

j This is the p* elude to (he lay 

The bird* did sing in * aval's day, 

AM will again, for aye and aye, m praise of God's 
creation. 


nn. 

O dainty thing, on wombi's wing, by life >nd Iov< 
elated, 

Oh 1 sing aloud from cloud to cloud, till day Ire conse¬ 

crated ; 

Till from the gateways of the uumi, 

The sun, with all hi> light unshmn, 

His robes of d.uknc>s louud him torn, doth sc dc the lolly 
heavens l 


^k J 


A 


DALI,AD OF KISSES. 


I. 

There are three kisses that I call to mind, 
And i will smg their secrets as 1 go. 

The first* a kiss too condoms to he kmd, 

Was such a kiss as monks and maidens know 
Ail sharp as frost, as blameless as the snow. 
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n. 

The second kiss, all God I J feel it yet. 

And evermore my soul will loathe the same. 

The toys and joys of fate 1 may forget, 

I’ut not the touch of that divided shame i 
It clove my lips; it burnt me like a flame, 

m. 

The third, the final ki*s, is one I use 

Morning and noon and night; and not amiss, 

Sortow be none if such 1 do refuse 1 

And when I die, be love, enrnpt in bliss, 

Re sanctified in Heaven by such a kiss. 



MARY ARDEN. 

i. 

O THOU to whom, athwart the perish’d days 
And parted nights, lung sped, we lift out gaze, 

Behold ! I greet thee with a modern rhyme. 

Lovedit and reverent as befits the time, 

To solemnize the feast-day of thy son, 

ir. 

And who was he who flourish’d in the smiles 
Of thy lair face ? 'Tw.is Shakespeare of the Tides, 
Shakespeare of England, whom the world has know** 
As thine, and ours, and Glory’s, in the zone 
Of all the seas and all the lands of earth. 



MARY ARDEN . 
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> 


hi. 

A was un-famous when lie came to thee, 

But sound, and sweet, and good for eyes to see. 
And bom at Stratford, on St. George's Gay, 

A week before the wondrous month of May ; 
And God therein was gracious to us all. 


JV. 

He lov’d thee, Lady ! and he lov’d the world ; 

And, like a flag, his fealty was unfurl'd ; 

' And Kings who flow ished ere ihy son was born 
Shall live through him, from mom to furthest morn, 
In all the far-off cycles yet to come. 


v* 

He gave us FaLstaff, and a hundred quips, 

A hundred mottoes from immortal bps ; 

And, year by year, we smile to keep away 
The generous tears that mind us ol the sway 
Of his great singing, and the pomp thereof. 


His was the ncclar of the gods of Greece, 

The lute of Orpheus, and the Golden Fleece 
Of grand endeavour ; and the thunder-roll 
Of words majestic, which, from pole to pole, 
Have borne the tidings of our .English tongue. 



MAR y ARDEN L 
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VII. 

lie gave us Hamlet ; and he taught us more 1 
Than schools have taught us; and his fairy lore 
Was ii.night with science ; and he called from death 
Vc ron.Vs lawcis, with the burning breath 

Of their great passion that lias tilled the spheres. 


vin. 

lie made us know Cordelia, and Urn man 
Who mmdtrYl sleep, and baleful C alihan J 
And, one by one, athwart Urn gloom appeal <i 
Maidens and men arid myths who were levered 
In olden days, before the eaith wju> sad. 


IX, 


A^r l this is tme H w r ts ordained so; 
l b' w ls th/ne own, three hundred years ago ; 
bu> ours to-day ; and ours till earth be red 
With doom-day splendour for the quick and dead, 
And days and nights are scattcicd like the leaves* 


x. 

It was for this he lived, for this he died : 

To raise to Ileaven the face that never lied. 

To lean to earth the lips that should become 
Fraught with conviction when the mouth was dumb} 
And all the firm, tine body turn’d to clay. 



MARY ARDEN. 


icy; 


Xi. 

He lived to seal, and sanctify the lives 
Of perish'd maids, and unne.ard wmes, 

And gave them v ich a space wherein to dwell ; 
And for his mother's sake lie loved them well. 
And made them types, undying, of all noth. 


XII. 

O fair and fond young mother of the boy 
Who wrought aJl thi*-—O Mary J ~ m thy joy 
Dtd’si thou perceive, when, fitful from his test. 
He turn’d to thee, that hi» would be the best 
Qf all men’s chanting since the world began <* 


xrn. 

Dkl’st thou, O Many J with the eye of trier 
IVtceive, prophetic, through the dark ami dust 
Of things terrene, the jdoiy of thy son, 

And ail the pride therem that should he won 
by toilsome men, content to be his slaves ^ 


xrv, 

Did'st thou, good mother ! in the tender ways 
.That women find to fill the fleeting days. 

Behold afar the Giant who should rise 
With foot on earth, and forehead in the skies, 

Tp<fwrite his name, and thine, among the stars ? 



IiO 


MAR Y ARDEN . 


xv. 

I lim to think it 5 and, in dreams at night 
I sec tbcv stand, erect, and alt in while, 

VV1 i 11 hands out yearning to that mighty form, 
A* ll tn di\w hint bscV If am out the storm,— 
A child 'ostin, and ,, nne u> mir a v/nhah 


XVL 

I sec thee, pale and pure, with flowing hair. 
And big, bright eyes hit -s< niching in the air 
For thy sweet babf, >nd. m a trke oi time, 

1 see the child advance to thee, and climb, 
And call thee u Mother !” in et Mafic tones- 


xvn. 

Yet, if my thought be vain—if, by ?i touch 
(tf this weak baud, 1 vtt\ ibee overmuch-— 
Fotbeir the blame, sweet Spirit ! and endow 
My heart with fervour white *■» the'* I bow 
Athwart the threshold of my fading dream. 


xvin. 

For, though ^o seeming-bold in this rnysong, 

I turn to thee with reverence, in the throng 
Of words and thoughts, dtepherds scaun’d, afar, 
The famed effulgence of that eastern star 

Wluch usher'd in the Ctown’d One oi the hc&M&s 



SACHA L 


in 


xrrc 

droatm of rapture i have s'e^n iho^ pise 
Along the banks of Avon, by the griss, 

As fair as th.tr fur Juliet whom thy sun 
KndowM with hit*, but w*th the look «>f one 

Who knows ine nearest way to some new £uavo. 


XX. 

Atnf often, too, I’ve seen tint b- the Hush . 
Of thy full beauty, while the mother’s ut Hush 
Hung on thy lip, and all thy tnnjded h,m 
Re-clothed a bosom that in port was bare 
Rocaus'’ a tmy hand had loyM then, with I 

\\U 

Oh 1 by the June-tide splendour of thy faro 
When, eight weeks old, the child inti mo lunbt 
Did leap ami laugh, O Ma»y * by the '♦ 
l bow to thee, Mibsmvumt to Mvv fiii^e, 

And call thee Kn<dand\ Ihidi for < v> tin n>' I 




SACil \h, 

4 waif i)i< uatti v 

i, 

1.0 ! nt my foot, 

A something pah* of Inm ; 

A something sad to view ; 

Dead or alive I dare not call ji ,w* j et 



It? 


SACRAL . 


n, 

Not wlr»U> as snow ; 

Not transient ;is a tear I 
A warnorleft it hero, 

It vias his passport ere he met the far*. 


III. 


Here is a name. 

+■ 

A wool upon the book ; 

If yt but Knee! to look* 

Wll hud die letters “ Sack'd ” on the same. 

IV. 

I fis Land to cherish. 

He died at t went y-seven. 

There* are no wars in He wen. 

But when he fought he gain’d the rn;ht to perish. 


v. 

Where was he horn ? 

In Fran re, at Buy le Dome. 

A w.tnderei from his home, 

He found a Fathnland beyond the morn* 

vj. 

*7'was Fram e\ plan ; 

The cause he did not ask. 

11 1 *. life was but a tnrwk, 

Aral he upraised it, m.urtyt’d at Sedan ; 



SAC HA 7^ 


VII- 

And prone in death, 

Beyond the name of France, 

Bevond his hero-gkinc* , — 

He thought, belike, of her who gave him breath, 

virr. 

O thou dead son 1 
O Sachat t fm away, 
lint not forgot to-day, 
t had a mother too, but now have none 

IX- 

Our hopes are brave. 

Oar faiths arc bra vet still. 

The soul shall m» man kill ; 

For CJod will find us, n h one in his gram 


x. 

A land more vast 

, Than Furope’s kingdoms are,— 

A brighter, nobler s'ur 
Than victory's ft.aiiul light,—is thine at last 


XI. 

And should’st thou meet 
Yon Germans up on high, 

& Thy fo**s when deuh was nigh* — 

Nor thou nor they will sound the soul 1 *; retreat. 
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XU. 

For all .tro in ~t, 

Yc'*, ad arc; putiiots there. 

And thou, O Fils de Pierre ! 

Hast found Iby maish.il’s baton sin the dust, 

xm. 

Oh, fair well, ftiend ; 

My friend, albeit unknown. 

Save in thy death ,d'«n*\ 

Oil, fare I her ucl* 11J 1 sin 4c*ifI soriovv end* 


XIV. 

Ill realms of joy H 

We’ll meet ; ay* , **v< ry one : 

Mother anil * ste out ‘-cm, - 

And my poeu inothtr, too. wilt el um her hoy, 

XV* 

I >< all* lends to God. 

T>< ath is the Sword of Kafr, 
l>*nth is the Golden Gate 
That ojKiis up to glory, llumigh the sod. 

XVI. 

And thou that rend, 

(> Saeh.i! I thou bisi found ; 

A hi hit is not so t n»\vn*d 

\ > 

As thou art, soldier I in thy hirst abode. 



THE LAD V OF THE AfA V. 




XVII. 

Pea*bless in d'-ath. 

Exalted, not deslioy’d. 

Thou ait in Heaven employ'd 
To swell the songs nf angels with thy hi oath 


THE LADY OK TITK MAV. 

i- 

O ST atm; that fade in amber stirs 
Because ye dread the light of • i iy, 

O moon so lomly and so wise, 

Took down, and love my Love alway; 
Salute the Lady of the May. 


II. 

O laik that soared in the light 
To hail thy lord m his army, 

Took down ; he just ; and sing aright 
A lover claims thy song tn-d >y 
To greet his Lady of the M ly 

in. 

K O lady 1 lady I ” sings the lark, 

M Thy lover’s best I do ®bey ; 

Tor thou art splendid after dark. 

And where thou sindest, theie is day ; 
And thou’rt the Lady of the May. 

— lo— 



THE EADY OF THE MAW 


1*6 


tv. 

(L The nightingale’s a inend of mine. 
And yesternight she flew my way, 

‘ Aw<iKe, she cried, 4 at morning <diiiv\ 
And sing lot nu thy hlythest lay 
To guv? the i ndy of the May.' 


V. 


s And Jell her, tell her, gentle one, 
\Vm!e thou thy morning lay, 

d hat t wdl sine a I sit of Min 

Another Rone fit thy sweet fay, 
ihvattsf* she’s L>* ty of the May/ 


VI. 

' And, Jo 1 enme,” the lark in air, 

Self-pois’d and free, did reem to say, 
l< I come to greet thy’ lady’s hair 
And < all it ^ b"7im . tin light of day 
Which flecks thy Lady of the May/' 


vn. 

Oh, thank thee, bird tint singes! veil I v 
For all thou sav’d and Mill wmdd%t f«ty 
And fn tiie thought's which Philomel 
Intends to trill, m roundelay, 

To greet my Lady of the May* 



AN ODE TO ENGLISHMEN. 


U7 


VIII. 

We two (my Love and I ) are one. 
And so shall be, for iyr and aye. 
Go, take iny homier to the me. 

And hid him :.lno. his best to-.I ly. 
To ctown my Lady <>1 tie M >\ j 


AN ODE TO KN'OLISHM! 

i 

t WHO have sung of love and lady bright 
And mirth and mirb and the world's dt light. 
Behold ! to-day, 1 sound a sterner note 
To move the mind;, ot focmcn when they fight 


II. 

Have I not said : There is no sweeter thing. 
And none diviner than the weiMing-rin ,r ? 

And* all intent to make my meaning plain. 
Have I not kissM the bp-, of Love, the King , 

m. 

Yea, this is so. But lo ! to day there comes 
The far-ofTsound of trumpets and of drum',; 

‘ And I must parley with the men of toil 
Who flse in ranks exultant from the slums. 



AN ODE TO ENGLISHMEN 
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IV. 

! tmut arraign each man - yea, all the host; 

Ami < ,‘fh trite soul mall Icmhi the le ust and most 
* >f all hi wrong ){ wroTi-js indeed they ht?; 
And he shall hut* tin flag that guards the coast* 


V. 

/Tv* shall salute it 5 He shall find therein 
H 1 1 ye f<>r his wounds and sol act lor his sin* 
Hio<hcr and guide is hr ,sho lo/es hit Land ; 
Hut he u lrinlesi. who denier, his kin* 


VI* 

I? is he a heart to feci, a knee to bend. 

And will not tmst his country to the end? 

If this be °o„ Hod help him to a tear ! 

Me shdl Le foiled, ns locman and as friend. 

VII. 

Hears lie a ? I care not He is base ; 

L'ntil t«» wield it, and of meatier place 
Than t-m^uo can tell of, m the Senate House; 
And he shall find no balm for Ins disgrace* 


VIII. 

O men 1 I charge ve, in the name of Him 
vV1 1 o rub*s the world, ami guards the cherubim, 
l chart’/* y*\ pause, ere from the lighted track 
Ve turn, dsstiaught, to pathways that are dim# 



ZULAL1K , 


n ( ) 


Who gave your fathers, and your fathers' sons 
Tlfe right? ye claim, amid the roar ol guns, 

And huid the fladi thereof Umn sea to 
Your country l through her lov'd, her chosen oik - 


Oh, ye are dastard> il >l Jot a h ink 
f)j‘jtards and fools, it , loveless in a f .>ml, 

Yn touch in wrath the buhvui* uf the n-.dm, 
Ye shall he baulk'd, and Chivalry shall stand. 

xj. 

I have a sword, 3 also, :mrl I swear 
I5y my heart's faith, and by my lady’s hah. 
That I will siiike the lust of ye that moves, 
Jf by a sign ye wrong the Hag ye bear, 

XI i. 

In Freedom's name, in hei's to whom we how, 
In her great name, 1 charge ye, palter now 
With no traduet r of youi conuny's cause. 
Accurst of God is hu who breaks his vow ! 

'H'd 

ZULAL1E. 

, J. 

I AM the sprite 
That reigns at night, 

My body is lair lor man’s ik light. 

I kap and laugh 
As the wine I quad, 

And I am the queen of Astrofcliu. 
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ZULAL2E . 


xr. 

I curse and ^wear 
In my demon-lair ; 

I shake v. dd sunbeams. out of my hair. 
I madden the old, 

1 gladden the bold, 

And i am the queen of Asttofolle. 


CM chinch)'aid stone 
i have made niy throne $ 

My locks are looped with a dead iiijri’&tion#. 
Mine tyt^ are red 
With the tears I shed, 

And I am the queen of Astrofelle. 

IV. 

In chics and camps 
f have lighted my lamps, 
lily kisses me caught by kings and liamps. 
With rant and revel 
My hair I dishevel. 

And 1 am the queen of Astrofclie. 


My kisses aie stains, 

Mine aims are chains, 

My foiehtad is fair and false like Cain’s. 
My gain is loss, 

Mine honour i& dross,— 

A ud 1 am the queen of Astrofelle f 



BEETHOVEN AT THE PIANO. 
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BEETHOVEN AT THE 


PX\NO. 


r. 

SKR where IVeihoven sib alone — a Team ul da) 
olysian, 

A crownless king upon a thiunc, u (lccUd in a vision - 

The man who stakes the potent ih >:ds whi h make the 
wot Id, in woijiki, 

Acknowledge him, »h< ugh pc-or and dun, the mouth 
piece of the thundei. 


a. 

He feels the muic of the shies the while he, haul is 
breaking; 

He sings the soitgj of Paradise, whcie love has no 
forsaking; 

And, though so deaf he ..umot hear the tempest as a 
token, 

He makes the music of his mind the grainiest cut 
spoken. 


in. 

He doth not hear the whi.-pjied word of love m hie 
seclusion. 

Or voice of friend, or song of bird, in Natuie’s sad 
confusion; 

But he hath made, for Love's sweet sake, so wild a 
declamation 

That allHrue lovers of the earth have churn'd him of 
that nation. 



12 2 


BEETHOVEN AT THE PIANO. 


IV. 

lie had a Juliet in his youth, as Romeo had before’him, 
And, Romeo-1ike, he sought to die that she might then 
adore him ; 

But she was weak, as women aic whose faith has not bcatt 
proven, 

And would not change her name for his—Guiciatdi for 
Beethoven. 


v. 

O minstrel, whom a maiden spumed, but whom a world 
has treasured 1 

O sovereign of a grander lealm than man has ever 
measuied ! 

Thou hast not lost the I ins of love, but thou hast galled, 
m gloiy, 

The love t A all who know the thiall of thine immortal 
story. 


vr. 

Thou ait the bard whom none discaid, but whom all men 
d Reover 

To be a god, as Oipheus w.o, albeit a lonely lover ; 

A king to call the stones to life beside the roaring 
ocean, 

And hid the stars discourse to trees in words of man’s 
emotion. 


vu, | 

A king of joys, a prince of tears, an emperor of the 
seasons, 

Whose songs are hk« the sway of years in Love’s 
immortal reasons; 



BEETllOyEN A T flit /’/AAV. 



A bard who knows, no life bu ( fins : to love and be 
rejected, 

And reproduce m earthly shams tor player > of tin 
elected* 


vm . 


O poet heart I O seraph *uulJ by nui and m mis 
adored I 

0 Than with the lion’s iii.un , and wall the splcnuid 
■ forehead 1 

We men who bow to thee m gild must tumble in our 
gladness, 

To know what tears were turned to pe.nls to uuwu thee 
# in thy sadness. 


IX. 

An Angel by direct descent, a Gcinian by alliance. 

Thou didst intone the wonder-cho ids which made Despair 
a science. 

Yea* thou didst stiike so giand a note that, in its Luge 
vibration, 

It scorned the i oaring of the la a iu naiuic’s jubilation. 


X. 

O Sire of Song! Sonata*King ! Sublime and loving 
master; 

The sweetest soul that ever struck ail otl.ivc m disaster ; 

In thee were found the tires of thought —the splendours 
of endeavour,— 

Arid thou fthalt sway the tmnda of men for cvct *>nd for 

everJ* 



A RHAVSODY OF V RA TI/. 
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A RHAPSODY OP DEATH. 

1 . 

That phantoms fair, with radiant hair, 

May at muln ^ht hum 
Die sous of men, beh'vM a^uu. 

Ami -ovo tin m holy power , 

I’h.it soul > survive the moital Invi, and sinless cumc 
and in>, 

Is true as death, the prophet .-aith ; and God will have 
it so. 


ri. 

For who be ye who doubt and piatc? 

O s.i^es I make it clear 
It ye be more than nn n ol fate, 

Or less than men of cheer ; 

If ye be b .s than Inrd or bea t ? O brothers ! make it 
plain 

If ye be bankrupts at a least, or sb.ueis in a gain. 

m. 

1 < ' 1 ' 

You say there is no Juture state ; > ” Y;V 

The clue ye fail to find, % ; • j 

Ibe flesh is here, and bones appear - 

When graves are undnmined. F . 

Tut of the soul, in time of dole, what answer ye 
frame— 

Ye who have heard no spirit-word to guide ye to Ilia 
same ? . ,, 



A rhapsody of death . 


i-15 


(V. 

Ah 1 facts are goo<3, and reason*^ good, 

But fancy’s* stronger far ; 

In weal or woe we only know 
We know not what we are. 

The sunset seems* a raging nit, the clouds roll hack, 
afraid; 

The rainbow seem-* a broken lyre on which the storm 
has play'd. 

v. 

But these, ye urge, are outward sign.*. 

Such signs arc not for you. 

The sight’s deceiv’d and truth beieav’d 
By diamonds of the dew. 

The sage's mind i > more refined, his raj time more 
complete t 

He almost knows the little rose that blossoms at his 
feet! 


VI. 

The sage can kill a thousand things, 

And tell the names of ail ; 

And wrench away the wearied wings 
Of eagles when they fall; 

And calmly trace the lily's grace, or fell the strongest 
tree, 

And almost feel, if not reveal, the secrets of the sea. 


VII. 


But can he set, by day or night, 

0 The clock-work of the skies ? 

Or bring the dead man back to sight 
With soul-invested eyes? 



i zb A Rif A PROP V OF DE^A TH. 


Lan he describe the way., of Ido, the wondrous ways of 
death. 

And whence it unfir, and what tin* llame that feeds the 
vital breath ? 


VIII. 

It he could do such dcrvls as these. 

He might, though poor and low, 

Kxplam tli** cause of Natu.«tA laws. 

Winch none halt ever know ; 

He might rccali the vanish’d years by lifting of hitf 
hand, 

And bid the wind go noith or south to prove what he has 
plane ’<1 


IX. 

Hut Ood Is just, life burden? not 
'1 he shoulders of the sage ; 

He pities him whose eight is don ; 

He tutus no second page. 

Then, aie two pages to the bonk Wr men have read 
the one ; 

The other needs a ^pint-look, in la ml* beyond the sun. 


X. 

The other needs a poet’s eye, 
lake that of Milton blind ; 

The light of Faith winch cannot die, 

T i \h tiwh doubts perplex the mind ; 

T) ic eyesight of a little child ; a martyr’s eye in dole, 
Which sees afar the golden star that shmcfc upon the soul 1 
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A PRAYKR FOR LHHIT. 


i. 

0*1, g?ve me light, to-day, or iH m«» die,— 
The light of love, Hu* low light of the sky.—- 
That I, ai length, may see my d.ulorw\ f \r * 

One k\ ! nule’s ->ju< o 


U. 

Have I not wept W> know myself s<» weak 
That T ran ft < I, not «,/ e- the (hmpf-A cheek. 
The lips the ryes tin r ube th d enloM 

liei locks oi rokl ? 


nr. 

Have I not r.worn that X will not be wed, 

But mate my soul v, ith htns on n\y death-bed ? 
The soul can sec,—for soul* ue s> raphiui,— 

W iu-n eyes arc dim. 


n 

Ob, hush I she comes 1 know her. She »s nmh 
She brings me death, true heart, and l *\ ill die 
She brings me love, foi love and hfe are one 

Beyond the sun. 


v. 

This is the measure, this, of all my joys : 

Life is a curse and I)< ath’s a counterpoise. 

’ Give me thy hand, O sweet one, let me know 
? Which path 1 go. 
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MIRA GE . 


vi. 

I cannot die if thou he not a-near, 

To lead me on to Life's appointed sphere, 

O spirit-fare, O angel, wilh thy breath 

Kiss mt to death I 



MIRAOTv 

I. 

^ts a legend of a lover, 

' Th a ballad to be sung, 

In the gloaming, — under cover,—- 
[ly a minstrel who is young ; 

J5y a singer v\ho lias passion, anil who sways us with his 
tongue. 

II 

1, who know it, think upon it, 

Not unhappy, tho* in tears, 

And I gather m a sonnet 
All the glory of the yeats ; 

And I kRs and clasp a shadow when the substaftce 
disappinis 

III. 

Ah I I see her as she faced me, 

In the sinless summer days, 

When her little hands embraced me, 

And 1 saddened at her gaze, 

1 funking, Sweet One ! wdl she love me when we walk In 
other ways ? 



MURA GE. 


X29 


# 


iv. 

Will she ding to me as kindly 
\\ hen the duldish faith is lost i 
Will she pnv for me* as Mindly, 

Or hat weigh the wish anti cost. 

Looking luck o i our lost 1'hh n horn the girlhood i he lu<~ 
cross'd ? 


V 

Oh 1 1 swear by .ill I honour, 

F»y the graves that 1 endow, 

31y tlie grace 1 set upon her, 

That i me oil the early vow,— 

Meant it rnrnh as men and women mean tlu* thing 

spoken now. 


VI. 

But her maiden troth is broken. 

And her mind is dl at ease, 

And she sends me brick no token 
r From her home beyond the seas ; 

And T know, though nought is spoke n, that she thanks me 
on her knees. 


VII. 

Yes, for pardon freely granted ; 

For she wrong’d nu% understand. 

And my litc ts chsenrh inted, 

As I wander through the kind 
With the sot rows of dark nioiiow** that await me in 
a band, 
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vm. 

ITtrs was sweetest of sweet fact 1 -;, 

Hers the tendeiest eves of all 1 
In li« r hair she h.nl the traces 
(H a heavt nly corneal, 

Minsk:ne to sail phu.es win ie the sunlight could 
not J dl 


IX. 

She wr.s fairer than a vision ; 

lale a vision, too, has flown, 

T who thvht.l at her decision, 

I^o ! ! larpm h hf ic alone ; 

And T tremhh* ^h<*n 1 t»*l| you that my anger was mine 

OV'P, ' 


X. 

Not for her, sweet sainted creatuie l 
v\n*Jd l curse hei to her face } 

Could I look on form and feahne, 

And deny flu inner grace ? 

I ike a little wix Madonna die was holy in the place. 


XT. 

And f told her, in mad fashion, 

'That 1 loved her,— would incline 
All my life to this one passion. 

And would kneel as at a shrine ; 

And would love h- r late and uirly, and would teach hey 
to he mine. 



A MOTHERS NAME . 

/ 


xn. 

Now in dreams alum* 1 meet her 
With my lowly human pmise * 

She js sweeter and complotei. 

And she smiles on me always : 

Bttt T dare not rise and greet her as I did in curly day 


A MOTHERS NAME. 

v, 

I * 

I. 

I LOVE the sound ! The sweetest under (leaven. 
That name of mother,—-and the proud'* 1, too 
As babes we breathe it, and wuh seven **rnos sewn 
Of youthful prayers, an 1 Meshings that accrue. 
We still repeat the word, with tender steven. 

Dearest of friends ! dear mother j what we do 
This side the grave, in purity of aim, 

Is glorified at last by thy good name. 



♦ tl. 

But how forlorn the word, how full of woe, 

When she who bears it ht*s beneath lb' clod. 

In vain the orphan child would call her so,— 

She comes not back : her place is up with (lod. 
The wintry winds are wailing o’er the *now ; 

The flowers are dead that once did grace the sod. 
Ah, lose not heart I Some flowers may hide m gloom 
But Hope’s* a plant grows brightest on the torn!) 1 
* ' —IX-— 
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A SONG OF SERVITUDE, 


i. 

Tin 0 ? K a song of seifs that I have made* 

A son;* of sympathy Tor grief and joy 
'l Ik; oli], the young, the lov’d and the betrayed) 
All, all must serve, for all must be obeyed. 


II- 

Th< re are no tyrants but the serving ones, 
There are no servants but the ruling men. 
'[he Captain couqut is* with hi - arrpv v 
ih:t be himself l> conquered by his 


lit. 

What it? a parent but a daughter’s slave, 

A son’s retainer when the lad is ill? 

The gio.it Creator loves the good and brave, 
And makes a flower the spokesman of a grave- 


IV- 

The son is seivant in hi-. father’s halls, 

The duughbr is her mother's maid-.' f ~w k <k. 
The welkin wonders when the ocean calls, 
And earth accepts the raindrop when it falls. 
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A SONG OF SERVITUDE. 


v. 

There an no ups ” in lift , there are no <f downs,” 
For “ high id “ low >T are words of hke decree • 
Tie who F light of heart when Fortune fiowns. 

He is a king though nanreless in the towns, 

VI. 

None h so lofty as the s q_v who -»ys t 
None so unhigli lie who wall noi kneel 
The breeze is servant to the summer ilay^. 

And he is bowed-to most who most obeys. 

VII. 

These are the maxims tli.it I take to heart, 

Do thou accept them, jen-h i, for thin** uwn ; 

Lave well thy work ; bo truthful in the mail, 

And foes will piaise due when thy fncutK deport 


ViTIs, 

None shall upbraid thee then for thine estate. 

Or show thee meaner than thou art in tnith. 

Make friends with death ; and God who i, «■<> great, 
lie will assist thee to a nobler fate. 


JX. 

None are unfit to serve u 'i their knees 

Tb* ..ints of prayer, unseen but quick to hear 
Tl i -wers are servants to the pilgrim bees. 

Ax wmtry winds are tyrants of the trees. 
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\ 


X, 

All things are goou ; all thing* nuur a debt, 
And all must pay the same, or sooti or late 
Tlie sun will rise betimes, but he must set ; 
And Man must seek the laws he would forget* 


There an 1 n<» rnoelu-rieN m the ;ifuv*Ts' , 

No false accounts, n » err* rs that will thrive 
The work we do, the go**! things we r^heanse, 

Are boons ef Nature b.i e'y named \ curse. 

X (I. 

i 

n 

u Give us our d.dly bren - 1 . * tb‘* '■hildren pray, 

And mothers plead th-'m v^’h* Jjus thev speak, 
But ** (rive us woik, O tio - 7 ! ** we men dvuiM 
r l hat we may gam our brent from day to day. 


) 

y\n. 


’Ids not alone the t rown t l at makes the king 
'Tis St rvice dor»'% hi? duty to his kind. 

The lark that soars so high is quick to sing, 
And proud to yield allegiance to the spring. 


xiv. 


And we who serve ourselves, whate’er befall 
Athwart the dangers ot the day';?behests. 
Oh, let's not shirk, at joy or sorrow’s call, 
The service due *o God who serves us aH 3 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST. 
SYLVIA JN THE WEST. 


i. 

What shallot* done r raiinot pi a V ; 

.And none shall huon the jun;;, t icel. 
If prayets fe'Uld alter night to day* - 
Or black tw white, 1 ought appeal, 

I might attempt to -*v*ay rhy heart* 

And prove it mme„ oi chum a p.ut. 


ih 

might attempt *0 urge oti thee 
v At least the chance of soiu i<.dress : — 
An hour’s xevoh*, — a jho uu nt’s pha,— 
A^niile to make my soitows lesa. 

' 1 might indeed he taught hi time 
To blush for hope, as foi a aimc I 

lit. 

Blit thou ait stone, though .soft and keel, - 
A Statue, not a maiden, thou 1 
A man may hear thy bosom U at 

When thou bar.t sworn some idle vow. 
But not for low ( no ! not for fins ^ 

For thou wilt sell thy bndai kiss. 


I mean, thy friends will .sell thy love, 

,, As loves are bold in England, here. 

A man will buy my golden dove,— 

I doubt hell find his haig&m dear ! 
He’ll lose the wmti ; he’ll buy the bowl, 
The life, the limbs, but not the soul. 



136 SYLVIA IN THE IVfiST, 


v. 

So, take thy mate and all his wealth, 

And all the joys that wait on fame. 

Thou ’It weep,—poor martyr’d one 1—by stealth, 
And think of me, and shriek my name ; 

Yes, in his arms I And wake, too laite, 

To coax and kiss the man you hate. 


Vi. 

By slow degrees, from year to year, 

From week to week, from night to night, 
He will be taught bow dark and drear 
Is barter’d love,—how sad to sight 
A perjured face t lie will be driven 
To compose Hell,—and dream of Heaven. 

VII, 

But stand at God’s high altar there. 

With saints around thee tall and sweet, 
I’ll match thy pride with my despair, 

Aud drag thee down from glory’s seat. 
Yea, thou sink kneel ! Thy head shall bow 
As mine is bent in anguish now. 

VIII. 

What I for thy sake have I forsworn 
My just ambition,—all my joy, 

And all my hope from mom to mom, 

That seem’d a prire without alloy ? 

Have I done this ? 1 have ; anil see l 
I weep wild tears for thine and thee. 



SYLVIA IN THE WEST\ 

0 


IX, 

But I ran school my soul to strength, 

And we^p and wail as children do ; 

Be hard as stone, yet melt at length, 

And curb my pride as thou c.iu’st, too I 
But I have faith, and thou hast none ; 
And I have joy, but thnic is done. 

x. 

No marriage-belh. ( No songs, you say? 
v No flowers to grace out bridal raoni ? 
No wine? No kiss ? No wedding-day ? 

I care not ! O.iths are nil forsworn ; 
Arid, when I clasp'd thy hand so w hite, 

% meant to curse thee, girl, to-night. 


, And SO I shall,—Oh 1 doubt not that 
\ At Stroke of twelve I’ll curse thee twice. 

When screams the owl, when swoops the bat, 
' "When ghosts are out I’ll curse thee thrice. 
And thou shalt hear 1—Aye, by my troth, 
One Song will suit the souls of both. 

*. i 

« ' ' ' , XII. 

; .J'ctitiMt thy face ; I cuise thy hair ; 

I curse thy lips that smile so well. 

Thy life, thy love, and my despair. 

My loveless couch, thy wedding-bell ; 

,My soul and thine !—Ah, see I though black, 
1 feaKe one half my curses back. 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST 1 

v 


XIII. 

For thou and T were form’d for hate. 
For low, foi scorn \ no matter what. 
I am thy heLe and thou my Fate, 

And fire and flood shall harm us not 
Thou shall he kiUM and hid from ken, 
And fiends will sing toy tcijiuem then. 


XIV. 

Yet think not J )e;Uh uill seive thjr stead ; 

I'll find thy gtave, though wall o in stone. 

I'll move 11 1 > mould to make my bed, 

And lie vwth the<* loin* houus alone :— * 

* " 

Fong, lifeless horn* 1 Ah God, Low free* 
How pale, how cold, thy lips will be 1 


XV. 

I Lit graven me cells of truth and love, 

And men may talk no treason there. 

A cotp^e v/’dl v. eat n»* wedding-glove, 

A ghost will make no Mgn m air, 
but ghosts f an j>iay ? \V< 11, let them kneel 

r i hey, too, must loathe the love they feel. 


KVI. 

Ah me 1 to sleep and >ei to wake, 

T<j Jive so loud, and yet to die ,* 

*3 o sing sad song.'. foi Sylvia’s sake, 

And yet uo \n are to gala thereby ! 
What Live 1 done ? What left tumid? 
.Nay, J wdl count my teats instead. 
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SYLVIA IN THE WEST 

$ 

XVIi. 

Here is a wo id of wild doigu. 

Here is a lineal; *!\\ as meant to warn* 
Here is a fieiee and freezing lines 
As hot as hate', a'> v'Kl as scoin 
Ah, f riend ! foigivc ; lot bear m) ihynKs, 
But piay foi me, bivi.Lt * oul I bumctimu>. 


Had I a dime to span, £<> flay, 

(Which I have mu) IM use it now 
„ I*d curse my ha a to turn it : ' ay, 

I’d teach my b aeh to \n ad and bjv/ , 
I’d rriuke myself so old and tlnn 
That I should seem i au sad to ski. 


, And then we\i nuet, v •• *h>\ .*t night, 

' .■ And I should know what ,amts haw Known, 
\ ' Thou wouM’st iu>f tremble, tIra/, for flight, 

!•*., ’ Off shriek to nicer me the ye alone. 

V' I should not then bw s< ailin’ for this, 

'.d> Or Want a smile, oi nu-d a kiss. 


’ '1 should not then be fierce as hie. 

Or mad as sin, or sharp as kruir : 

: My heart would throb with no casing 
For care would cool the flush of life 
fV^d I should love thee, spotless oue, 

Aa v jpi^rims love some holy nun. 

* * * 

I J t V 

I \ 

1 , I 
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s 

XXI. 

Ah, queen-like creature ! smile on me ; 

Be kind, be good ; I lov’d thee much, 

I thank thee, see 1 on bended knee, 

I seek salvation in thy touch. 

And when I sleep I watch thee come. 

And both are wild, and one is dumb. 

XXII, 

1 draw thee, ghost-like, to my heart 
1 kiss thy lips and call thee mine. 

Of thy sweet soul 1 fotm a part. 

And my poor mm! is part of thine. 

Ah, kill me, kis > me, curse me. Thou I 
But let me be thy servant now, 

XXIII. 

What I did t curse thy golden hair ? 

Well, then, the sun will set at noon; 

The face that keeps the world so fair 
Is thine, not his ; he darkens soon. 

Thy smile awakes, the bud of dawn, 

And day departs whui thou art gone. 

XXIV. 11 r‘ 

Oh 1 had 1 groves in some sweet star 1 V' ^ 1 

That shines in I leaven the whole'night through, 

A steed with wings,—a golden car,— O, 

A something wild and strange and tfwfcs— 

A fairy’s wand,—an angel’s crown,— *' ', « / 

I'd merge them all m thy renown,, ,, , . 
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XXV. 

IM give thee queens to wait on thee, 

And kings to knee? to thee in prayer, 

And seraph-boys by laud and sea 
To do thy bidding,—eaith and air 
To pay thee homage,—all the flowers,—* 

And all the nymphs in all the bowers, 

XX \ 

And this our love should last for aye. 

And we should live these thousand years. 

*VWd meet m Mars on Christmas Pay, 

And make the tour of all the spheres. 

We*d do strange things J Sweet stars would shine, 
And Death would spare ruy love and thine. 

xxvix. 

\ 

J&ttt these are dreams ; and dreams are vain ; 

Mine most of all, —heed them not. 

Brave thoughts will die, though men complain, 
And mine was bold 1 *Tis now forgot. 

Well 'j let me bless thee, ere I sleep, 

And give thee all my joys to keep. 

>r 

i 

xxvnz. 

' k T ' 

1 bless the house where thou wast bom, 

■' 1 bless the hours of every night, 

And every hour from flush of morn 
Till death of day, for thy delight; 

I ble^af the sunbeams as they shine,— 

So Ime those golden locks of thine. 
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XXIX, 

I bless thy lips, thy lustrous eyes, 

Thy face, thy feet, tbv forehead fail. 
The light that shines in summer skies,— 
In garthn walks when thou art there, - 
And all the gia>s beneath thy feet. 

And all the songs thou singesL, Sweet l 


XXX. 

But blessing thus,—-ah, woe^ the day I-—* 
t know what tear* I shall not shed. 

What flowers will bloom, and, bnght as tke|t 
Wlnit bells wdl ring when 1 am dead. 

Ah, kill roc, ki*s me, curse sue, Thou I 
But let me be thy minstrel now. 



E LEAN ORE. 


Thh. forest dowers are faded all, >» 

The winds complain, tli e cno w - flakes Stilt 1 

Lfeanoie 1 

I turn to thee, as to a bowei s—*- 
Thou breiuhest beauty like a flower, ^ 
Thou kindest like a happy hour, 

Kleanore l 



THE STATUE , 

i 


ii. 

1 turn to Ihee. 1 hies > aftr 

Thy name, which is my gmdmg-star, 

FI canoie 7 

And yet, ah God I Mr* r, thou art hero 
I faint, I hold my breath for fMr. 

Art thou some phantom wand cum* m nr, 

Eleanor* ? 


Oh, take me to >hy *><» om fnir ; 

Oh, cover me with th> golden ban, 

’ Rleranm* ! 

% 

There Jet me He when 5 r-m dead, 

Those morning beams ahonl me spread, 
The glory of thy face nVihead, 

El i\ more ! 


THE STATUE 


3 . 

J $EE where my lady «• lands, 
Lifting her lustious hands, 

1 - Here let me l>o^. 

, Image of truth arnl grace 1 
Maid with the angel-face I 
..JSarth was no dwelling-place 

* s For such as thou* 
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31 - 

Ah, thou unhappy stone, 

Make now thy sorrows known $ 
Make known thy longing. 
Thou art the form of one 
Whom L, with hopes undone, 
Jluried at set of sun,— 

All the friends thronging, 

hi. 

Thou art some Vision blight 
Tost out of Heaven at night. 
Far from thy race. 

Oft when the others dance. 
Come X, with wistful glance, 
Fearful lest thou, perchance* 
Leave the dark place. 

rv. 

No ! thou wilt never flee, 

Earth has a charm for thee y—- 
Why should we sever ? 

Years have 1 seen thee so. 
Making pretence to go. 

Lifting thine arms of snow,-*~ 
Voiceless for ever 1 


Here bung I all my cares* 
Here dream and say my pi 
While the bells toll- / 
O thou bclovM saint ! 

Let not my courage faint. 
Let not a shame, or taint. 
Injure my soul I 
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PABLO DE SARAS ATE. 


T« 

WHO’conies to-day, with sunlight on his fare, 
And eyes of fire, that have a sot row’s trace. 
But are not sad with sadness of the years, 

Oi hints of tears ? 


H. 

JSc is it king, 01 I mistake the sign, 

" A king of song,—a comrade of the Nine, -- 
1 The Mu$es’ brother, and their youngest one, 

This side the sun. 


xrr. 

, how he bends to gleet his soul’s desire, 

His violin, which trembles like a lyre, 
v And seems to trust linn, and to know his touch, 
• ' lielov’d so much I 


1 1 

1 

n 


, f iv. 

1 ^ j* • 

He stands full height; he diaws it to his breast, 
Like poo# in joy, who takes a wornler-guest,— 

A weird* Wild tiling, bewitched from end to end,— 
s h. * /■’ *. . To be his fiiend. 


. < ’•< 1 r‘' t V. 

' - * 1 ' f 

( < And who can doubt the right it has to lie 
',‘So near his heart, and there to sob and sigh, 

A Ah 4 there do shake its octaves into notes 

. With bird-like throats 
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V 7 . 

Ah 1 see how deftly, whh his lifted bow, 

He strikes the chords o» ervasy and woe, 

And wakes the wadi lg o£ tin* sprite within 

Th it knows not situ 

vt r, 

A thousand heads are twmM to where he stand#, 
A thousand! hopes are nnuddrd to his hands. 
And, like «i stoim-wiud hurrying from the north, 

V shout breaks forth* 

vm. 

ft is the wejrom^ that of'dd ^ i given 
To Paganini ere he join"d in Hi .teen 
'i'lie angel-choirs of those who serve aright 

The God of Light. 


ft is the large, h ud u*l* njue of a throng v " rf ‘ 
That hues a faitlnemploy’d, impassioned 
A song that sootJ.es tHe heart, and makes it sad, 

Yct keeps us glad. 


V 


l 

11 


’ J 

For look I how bearded men and women fair ! 
Shed tears and smile, and hall repeat a prayer, 
And half me shamed in their so mean estate, *, 

And he so gff&afc 1"; •; 



PABLO DE SARAS ATE. 


T 


This Is the young Endymiou out of Spain 
Who* laurel-crown’d, has come to ns again 
To re-intone the songs of other tunes 

In far-off chines 


XII. 

T<* prove again that Music, by the pita 
Qf all men’s love, has link’d from sea k> sea 
, $JU shores of eai*h in one sciene and grand 

Symphonic land. 


xin. 


Oh t lutsh the while I Uhl lnr-.h 1 A bird has sung, 
" A Mayday bird has trill’d \vaShorn a tongue, 

And HOW, ’fwould seem, has wrnxlen d out of sight 
1 hor she rt r delight. 

s < n 


y' k 1 ' 
v r v; 

S 1 


XIV. 


A phantom bird I 'Tis gone where all things po — 
The wjttfd, the rain, the sundiine, and the snow, 
The hopes we nurs’d, the dead things lately pas-Ai— 
r ' 'I b All dreams at laid. 


XV. 


, » 

•This thwers of light, the castles in the air, 

The quoeniy things with diamonds m their hair. 
The toys ©f sound, the flowers of #nagic art- 
A# ? ' All these depart 

lit — 


»' v « 
b 


' \ * 
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\ 

xvu 

They seemkl to live ; and !o I beyond recall* 

They fako the sweet sad Sih nee for a pall, 

And, wrapt therein, consent to be dismiss’d, 

Though glory kiss’d. , 

xvir. 

O pride of ^pain I O wira^d with a wand 
Mote fraught wish fervours ,<f the life beyond 
Than books ba\e taught us in these tawdry day*» : ' 

Take thou my praises!'. 

xvm. 

Aye, take it, Fal lo 1 Though so poor a thing* 

Twill atrv*. to mind line of an Knglish spring 1 
When wealth* and vwuth, and fashion, each aii&lj&Up 

Obey'd thy thrall. t ' y ' * 

, ' '> 

XIX. 

The lark that sings ?'s tn\r song in the cloud 
is God-inspired and j>hd,—but is not proud,-* 

And soon foigeis the salvos of the breeze* , : . ■ 

As thou do$t the&fc, 

1 *• u s <1 


XX, 


The shouts, the praises, and the swift acclaim* 
That men have brought to magnify thy name* 
Affect thee barely as an idle cheer , 

u Af&cta asw*' ''}*? 
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( 


But thou art ours, O Pa hlo l our:, to-day, 

Outs, and not ours, in thy triumphant sway ; 

And we must urge it by the right that brings 

Honour to kings. 

+ 

XXIT 

Honour to thee, thou stately, thou divine 
And far*fasned minstrel of » mighty line I 
Honour to thee, and peace, and musings high, 

, Good night! Good-bye ] 


MY 


AMAZON. 


My Love is a lady fair and free, 

\A lady fair from over the sea, 

And she hath eyes that pierce my bread 
And fftfb my spirit of peace and rest. 


A youthful warrior, wami and young, 
She takes me prisoner with her longue, 
AyCfc! tod she keeps me,—on parole, - 
Tfll 'paid the ransom of my soul- 



LINES TO A. C SWINBURNE: 

i 


111 . 

7 smar Ih** format unr/d for war 
Kiom taf a y^, vtit** i".my a scar, 
More rmeicy nmis for nrwbttate foe 
Tlian oue lii-al*. iae never a blow. 

;v„ 

And :>o \wiii be* this many a day; 
She Lomrs to wound, if n*jt to slay. 

Bui In my ibe&mb,—m horned Bicep,— 
*Tis f to saujc, and ohc to weep \ 


LINES TO A. C. SWINBURNE,' 


‘1 

V' WV ftavt not, alack ) an aVy io befriend t£^ 's* 
And the iKi*.ion h to uxtlii&lt* *&nd end tj$* x 11 ^ 
L^i the Gorman tout, t h uub with thw Gaul* ' 

And the forties > of Ln'pand must fait 1 F , '"J 

« * * ft * 


Louder and lender ihw noise of defiance 1 4 
Kilims rip ii from the graves of a trustUup flQilU)Gt»y 
/Uni bidd us be//are, and be waruM, i t i( s 
Aif abhon’d of alt nations and ficoni'd.** ' v ■>' ' ■ 

A d fo* tk$ Natiatti A* >v* 

' 1 '* ' , k ■; W 

1 II 1 » 1 ' I' -d 

' >'V \ , 

t . '1 w' t<. 

A* t / * s , iv* 


Nay, ^ood Sit Poet, read th$ rfeytnes'agal^' 
And curb the tumults that w bom In tmb 
That now thy hand, relentful, may 1 

To deal the blow that AM had of Coin* ‘ 



LINES TO A. C SWINBURNE, 


*T. 

Are we not Riitons bom, "/hen all L’ siki, 

And thou the clh> t >rujg oi the knightly c oula 
Who fought for Charles when tears were harvested 
And Cromwell rose to po.ver ->n Charles's head? 


n l 

' O feckless, rm*«trr?ng hard, w a breath 
liHd'st tint* the v, ay O' tlout tIvy Athens' flag 1 
1 h’l wd U unhc< ding nb.it thy Reason saith* 

To seem to triumph in th* r country \ leath t 


v . 

« Xf 'ftoite win speak Fu? if none a *U say 

• How fkr thy .Muse h.v wrong’d u> in iK thought 
'Tis X Will do it ■ 1 vipt sfiv the ,# n *y. 

And hurl thee h»ok ih* * o r mps ot u>y Uy. 


. i i 

1 ^ \ v y 

ptpbtipn thy prowess; tor wv'w learnt by rote 
y /;&ng after song ol thine ; and thou aft yicat. 
Bui; why this malice ? Why :hi: v; inton n< >te 
,‘^y'Mcfe seems to come like la 


la\.t fro:v, thy throat? 


* 

\ i - 

v i , 

Hugo Spoke we owned his master spell ; 
knew .he feared ws more thn n he contemned. 
He with fire each sentence as it fell. 

And tdfted his rancours like a wedding-bell. 




i$2 LINES TO A . C. SWINBURNE. 


vn- 

And we were proud of him, as France was proud* 
Ay ! call'd him brother,—though lie lov’d us not 
And we were thrill'd when* ruthless tronri a cloudy 
The bolt of dcafii outstretch'd him for a shroud* 

Viit. 

ThouVt great as he by tame and force of tiongj 
But less than he as spokesman oi his Land* 

For thou hast rail'd at thine, to do it wrong, 

And call'd U coward though its faith is strong* 

ix 

K rig land a cowaul? t) thou hvc foot live 
Of fle^h and blood and smew and the rest t 
Is she nor girt with ghuy and alive 
To heai thee h\i/s, th> -corn of ail the hive? 


Thou art a bee.—a blight* a golden thing 
With too much honey ; and the taste thereof 
Is sometimes rough, and somewhat of a &Uhg 
Dwells; in the music that wc hear thee ctafrb A , i 


XI. 


Oh, thou hast wiongM U9 »"thou 'iMMsMSe 

More than is good for listeners ttf tej^eat* ' 
Nay* 1 have mar veil'd at thy words of hate# [ tyi , 
For friends and foes alike have deem'd us gr^afc*.-..; 



* LINES TO A . C SWINBURNE. 1*3 


XII 

We are not vile. We, 1 o, have he uts to ft 1 ; 

And not m \«un hive nun r< r h hir'd tins. 
Our hands are quirk it tin < t j i! i p tht steel. 
And strike tin blow ■» dut « nti n t 1 n >t lit d. 


I^wtseo-waul r^cks in t n il < lx IV 
By wave and wtn * * *01 bluett t ki 1 i*s' /, 
But rocks endure Vid 1 n ' n j 1 > ] revad d 
Times out ofnumbu, wh n 1 u fxs hut ml d 


And once, thou krnm , 1 1 t litre w' 1 -* 1 >und, 
Not hied m iroince, 01 * I » 11 rf umh 1 un 
And be was shake pi u<* of the whcli woild r mod, 
And be was king of io< u, th u h ne» tr t lown d 

* 

\ v. 

HOlovM the gracious eaith »r an ei l to west, 

And all the seas thereof and all its dioris 
But most Ae lov’d tlu ht me tn it he \ osscsAl, 

And, right or wrong, his country seem'd the b^st. 

xvj. 

Hu content with Albion’s classic b»d„ 

Hu ifov'd its Hag. He veil'd it s every fault. 

Yes Ihfc was proud to let its honour stand, 

And Mag to light the wonders it had plann’d. 
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I 


XVII. 

Do thou thus much ; and dtal no further pain £ 
But sooner tear the tongue from out thy mouth* 
And sooner let the life in thee be slain, 

Than strike at One who strikes thee not again. 

xvm. 

Thy land and mine, our England, is erect, 

\nd like a lordly thing she looks on thee* 

And sees thee numbeTd with her bards elect* 
And will not harm the brow that she has deckM. 

i 


xix. 

r 

She kts thee live. She knows how rich and rare 
Aie -mugs hke thine, and how the smallest; bird 
M.1 > make much mtiMc in die summer air, f 

Aim how a euisc may turn mtoa prayer. 


XX, 




Take back thy taunt, l say ; and with tbeJHMiS&d 1 
Accept our pardon; oi, if this offend, k 
Why then no pardon, e'en in England's us$ft< 

We have our country still, and thou thy 

> . b N" 




M 
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THE LITTLE GRA VE. 

9 

THE LITTLE GRAVE. 

i. 

A LlTTI.K mound of earth 
Is ail the land 1 own : 

Death gave it me, —five fed by threCj 
And mark’d if with a done. 

Us 

My home, my gm dim-grave, 

Where most ( l.mg to go 1 

Tile ground is «une by right divine, 
And Heaven will have it so. 

V * 

m. 

For here my dadhig sleeps, 

Uo&een, — an i?eii m Hloto,— 

And o’er the ora .*> ’hu breeo*-. |>;eo, 
And S)t«<is fooK - don s* at night* 

IV. 

Here Beauty, Love, mid Joy, 

With her in silence da ell. 

Eastern .slaves are thrown m graves 

l :.; Of kings remember’d well. 

sr .* 

• ‘ V, 

l>iit Wre kt no man roiiu*, 

k “' \'My mourning rights to n*ver, 

• Who lieth here cold and dumb. 

!'3fe Hpr itimt ft*? min#, fnr r*x rt*r 1 



i$6 


A DIRG£. 


A DIRGE. 


1. 

Art thou lonely in thy tomb? 

Art thou cohl ixi such a gloom? 

Rouse thee, then, and make me room,*— 

MibtMcre Domine t 


II, 

^ , 

Phantoms vrx thy viigin sleep, 

Nuclei ess things around lliee creep, 
Ye*" or patient, do not v/eejv— 1 

Misereie Do in! lie I 

in. 

O be faithful 1 * > W Inave 1 
Naught shall luun thee in thy grave $ 
Let the restless spirits rave,— 

Miscrete Domino I 


IV, 

When my pilgrimage is done, 1 ^ I 
When the giace ot God is won# , • \ 

I Will come to thee, my nun,— . 

Miserere Domini £' 

’ . y, ->■ 

V. 

Dike a jniest in flowing Vest, 

Like a pale, unbidden guest# •' 

I will come to thee and rest#-^ t 

Miserere Demine $ 



DAISIES OUT AT SEA. 


DAISIES OUT Vf SEA, 


> 

THESE are the buds wo bear beyond the surf,- — 
Enshrined iii mould and tuif,— 

, To take to fields far oft. a land’s saiuic 
Of high and va*d repute,— 

' Shakespeare*land of every heart’s desire, 

fi .‘ Whereof, *tis said, the fame shad not expire, 

But &bhie in all men’s thoughts as slant n n bcacon-fu 


tt 


T 0 Might and gincious thmp that seem to glow 
: ! :• ' With frills of winter snow, 

-TAlid. little golden heads that know the sun, 

T" T ;,;; And seasons half begun, 

blythe they look, how fresh and debonair, 
■T'Jm thin their prison on the seaward an, 

lark has soar’d to improvise a prayer. 


III. 


! memory Of the inland grass, - 


‘ * « r s. M , «*** ,***'»* MW 1 * ht w * 

tjiey no ’thought of dews that, like a tear, 

- Morning on the Night’s cold bier, 

In 1 homes# belov’d by all men here? 
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DAISIES OUT AT SEA, 

n 


XV, , 

O gems of earth I O trinket** of the spring 1 
The sun, yout gentle king, 

Who counts your leave* and marshals ye ap^hc, 

In many a wund place. 

The godlike summer sun will miss ye all, 

Tor he has foster’d all tlrngs groat and small, 

Yea, all good things that live on eaUh’s revolving balk 


But when, on d ;* \ >v ~cls with eye screna 

The lordes, tcodiu-j/reeu, , , ■ 

And fair fresh face-* ot his hardy dowers, 'i t 

flow will he throb fur hours, 4 v- 

And wish the lark, the laureate of the light, , \ 
Were near at hand, lo see ao fair a sight, - v ,V. 
And chant the joys ihereof w )+<U we cannot |92$t&* 


Oh, I have lov'd y-* m >*k ituu may be told, 
And dot m‘d it fairy-gold,~ 

And fairy silver, - fhui ye hear withal; 

Vc ao* so soil and small, 

I weep ior wy *n nml ye here to-day 
So near to i frav^n, and yet 30 far away, 

In our good ooe in-slup, whose bows are Wftt 

i 

VII, ’ 

Ye are the cynosure of many eyes 

Bright-blue as English skies,*4* / 

The sailors’ eyes that scan yc in a row, ‘ 

As If intent to show 



DA/SMS OUT A7' SEA , 


*S9 


That this dear freight of mould and meadow*dower 
Which satis the sea, in sunshine and m shower, 

Is England^ gifs ol love, which stoim. sh J* uoi devour. 


She sends ye forth in sidings and in joy, 

As one may send a toy 
To children’s cbdd lea, bred in other land.- 
> By.iove»Abi<ting hmid*. 

1 And, day by day, ye sad upuu the t*^w 
, To call to mind the sous* and utothen* home. 

Where babes, now grown to ;nea, were wont of yore to 
d 1 roam. 


In England’s name, in Sh,*>e?pearch'. t —-and in ours, 
Who bear these trusted dowers, - 
There shall be heard a t lifer horn many thioal 
, i, A rush and voar of mites, 

AS loud, and pumd, as those of heavenward birds ; 

. And they who till the giound and tend the her(U 
WiH read our thoughts therein, and clothe the same m 


Words, 


>* . 


1 


x. 


* ti , * *) \ s 

''^orifeglahdV sake, for England once again, 

^ ' u* fn pride, and power and pain, 

' Fot England, aye l tor England m the giith 
'V her joy and worth, 

•A'fthhgWd clear, autsjroken, undefined, 

■And uhcowtrblM will -shout upon the wind, 

WiTjreCt the^iwinsom^ flowers as friends of human- 




Somi ne 


■ ■Hv 

V 

■* 

k 





I CANNOT sing to the': as I wmdd sim* 

If X were quicken.* d hk 1 f R !>'»!> t.nk 
With fire from ITcavi n ,o:(! sMt’i/h* (.n hi\ \\ up 
W ho wakes the world v\ «th udehorn - of tin 
Renewed in ranture m th * r *i!dtm'i > rnr. 

X 

A thing of sgRen mr d*> i d en> 3. in thro, 

A feather'd frenzy wi.h m .mu 1 *3 > h 
A something sweet that j.-nn where skeins tr 11 ut 
*Twixt earth and r ky, to he a sign to uen. 
lie fills me with such wonder an<l deg'.ni I 
l long to kiss thy lock-*, so golden bright, 

As he doth kiss the tresses of the sun. 

Ohi bid me sing to thee, my chosen one, 

And do thou teach me, Love, to sing aright 





VISIONS. 


JI. 


VISIONS. 


Thf Poet treats /....iNu on the hill* 

A F 

And T\m and t lora and the ]\tplmn QtieeTb 

And mbrnt rund' Indore* m the r ill- 

1.1 1 

An 1 'by,id maid-* Jj.it dmu-* upon the green, 

And f pjtj'v am! Oreads m the * Jver sheen 
They -viersf in 'unmv*, wh-m die *ifi is si ill, 

] Ie tputK the hii: <»I bf-\ mid »jnrdTs his foil. 

And sees (hod.on throe T \\ , mid; terrene. 

The Jfvd it** i\is\ tor tnev d'iv c.m see 
A* sec' the T -V -- <■. beyond the dust, 

The » ym »:* h d . The dead alone are just. 
There n no comfort in die bitter fee 
That r holnrs p^v for fame. True sage is foe 

Who doubts ah dvuibt, and takes the soul on trust. 



THE DAISY. 



JU 

TRK 

SfcK where it stand *, th" w uM m> »■ nted Mower, 
^Pute gold at cento*, hi*/- the sun .P nnon„- 
A'mimic sun to light a true-love bower 

For fair Queen Mnh, now ih n J or jn a swoon, 

, Whom late a poet saw beneath the 
It lifts its dainty fare til* sunsf t hour. 

As if endowed with nymp.bolephc power,— 

Then shuts its petals like a folding rune I 
I love it more than wools of mini* * an u<v\ 

And more than anchorite may bie.Pho in prayoi 
■ Methinks the lark lias made it "fill hi* r ire 
To brag of daisies to the lord of day. 

Well! J will follow suit, av best I may, 

launching my love-songs on the summer idr. 



PROP A TION. 
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• V 

4 > \ \ 


' A 'T t f ^ r > 

* 4 A M*. i i v * x."» 


1'oui r > I, O 1 u"'* * nh'Uit a eh k M 

T«»]>i'i(jy U U'J, tr aU fti) maMs and ■! ’ya* 

1 wouM On* hoa. yt i to year. 

And t.Ak w. h tr, ' , * 1 h ir*t of xh* hi thetr wn.pt, 

And way tin* iu’.ij />. - > x A >• a nun appear 

In Jnnr.m h>rn», ', dh t i { -i n>t t i nest 
And 1 un »hi i a Me* ■* hy J^y iUcayiSj 
Anti wl>\ tka in - *t t M i ( , ho.mdft here. 

I woiiM, iJi iiii'.'x’x* * > f!.*' v,»i* I “ AI*r-> ! ^ 

Kxp! xj\i th^ <■_ 1 . •„ . oi a flight • 

I v/ouM pants 1 ' vhf 1 lit- prass 

Which flowers h:i\ ** tn*'-ea in him * and rc4 and white) 
And, reading the r, * would* ,v; from a pen. 

Read thoughts oi thine »nt£ut*ss’d by oih**t mt?n 1 



VANTE . 


J 6 ? 



Hr l.*'M .iml I tiVii ; {<» * '() i I v > ^M>r 

}>ixt he wsw pthd vMh .;:L»s » 4 / 


And those v*f-d: *ii • v '• * ^ >> .u * .sev* n, 

And those t*i p< U Ih - ^ «.* i - *Vv» . M.W,.. 

He bow’d to non#* * N s.< .»r his mmouf sum*. 

He follow'd m tlv v »V<* uf thosi' I'l :wa 

Who w:dVd W'*h Chi* *., m ■! tin Ins sttwen* 


To keep the bidwM.rU-. of h*. t.i th 'u u;<\ 

He-knew the ■sa.Tcts nt *sv* /> * ; 

He track hi the .Mm * .k* uL* ds * s esnus fruit 
Of gt ?df ami u*y , aud wifh hs w . umIv/i-IiKv.* 
He made a name m v v t ■ y * T m v. 


The minds of men w»*re uwdly «mt ^ rn n*utc t 
And aH the world fay fiubjerf to bn-. ;h\nn’ f 


* {ftpven* a vote** \ old wnri r^tnvri, 
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DIFFJDMIVCE . 


I 


Vi, 


PJf* 


1 CANMor deck niy thought m p*oinl altife, 

Ur make i" Jit Jot tin m any d5o.v^ 

Ul nU^ to t fK't* tlu„ *.*. xlt t? 1 } dcSTT‘% 

In summer's heat, or l»y in** "*mLef\ hru f 
Ur ihtt uui-»t to tvmd* rt or to blc&'v, 
l'c» l h*«,ve nun* v'V*n uttwoith'ir:iS 

And well I know she w e.Anoss of th<* iy*e 
Winch * have itnven to sway to thy carets. 

Vet mu.i* l .>nrll n,y tear. and calm the smart , 

Of my ve*l sou 1 , Mid st* ,id lastly emerge > 

From 1»mi Mjmr (join the tempest *$tWget 

I iitUM control the bearing of my hearty 
Anu bid false pride ihi gone, who, with, his art* 
iiar 5 pick’d, too long, a suit I dare not urge. 



JtAiRZKS. 


*V iX 


KA f K i PN. 


GtOKY < mimes v }*>. m * ,ii‘i fh : ; 

, Ami limits £>lu»w ilu'n-s/ai. , m fnen tiy 
To all who hold a tiu t bcjuml the d* :id, 

Aild ail who pray, worldly-v, i 

With cheerful hearts, ol wildly-weeping « yes. 
They come and go when chiMirn <uc m l x A 

To gladdentlu.m ailIi (In.tUix horn md the .hic** 
And sanctify all tear * thu they )i *vu < 11 
dairies are witutM foi v/.i'ul'tin/ l # • and ho 

Jt tv 

They live in h geud* , tm v ,uruu the < heeU ,5 « 
Wisdom is thtirs ; they live toi u.s a fid muw, 

Like things ambrosial* iosier than the ficAcs 
Of signs rind *ea&uu$ whivh the poet, know. 

Or fires of sunset on the mountain-peaks. 



SPIItfT LOVE 
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vnr. 

SPIRIT ROVE. 

Tf<>w mv j->y 1 Jbuv at. ? my recompense 1 

T bow to the * ; K*.cp tlw*-* in nv y si^ht 

/ 1 SI St "r mine, n; I though n»*t in settle 
I ' haie v i 1 b Vie the h**nl \»;e immense 

< tfljoiy Steams which "uTm* to us at night, 
\Y’i«m, iLt'uiT 1 *he medium of the spirit-lens. 

A 1 '-e ms; the aid, ttt its pi bn vrsi light* 

And )'<*xon M'tr^ Pu s it cannot blight* 

It is the >oul < f tV c, and not tlu forrn ? 

And not the lace, ( »' ;urn-to in my Veep, 

It iu thy wlf. lie' body K the f.tiMfm, 

The soul the st.jr b<)ojid it in the deep 
Of Nature’i* ' aim. And yonder ou the steep 
Tim Sun of if&iUi 9 quiescent* found, and warm I 



AFTER TWO DATS, 


TJl 


V 

f v n 


AF'l 




it-, R. 


•'T 


'VVT' o.\VS. 


Another night hi r »*f#M jV< m t> .* *v* 

Another day f us -min.! ti s* o ^v«*. 

And lo ! agim I U « -S the nw * v >xv<< %v.»y 

Of word and though'., ih* i‘ii> to Hit( rw< tvr 
As flowers nL-.orl> tin* » s thru t! vy u-emve 
And, all along the woodin'- 1 "d> *:•* f s!,.«y, 

I think of thee, and Xatno* lo .»> jh' ray, 

And sorrow sootnrs the so.n u Isieuve 

Nor will I fear that tli<»u, so f -r .o or. 

So dear to tne, so fair, wod so hern »ri, 

'Wilt tm*dtsirc the frallv ol t bc.o: 

Which cvermoce is pledg'd to thee and thine 
Alwl turns to thee, in region*' 'vhere thou art, 

To hymn the praises of iby fare divine * 



IJ 2 . 


B YfiON 


A 


X. 

BYRON* 

UK vV, iS » ,r od dt*v"«Midtd ffi.W f((f* \Mr«i 

To iiijht the f*j.»ht oi Fn <.d-»in o’er a £ravc. 

And o'H‘ * <j ite a hoj-e he could not save ; 

For In* w.ij weak withal, and to* dull- wLe. 
l^.uk weir la* thought i, an I .dran^e his desiinte* 
And of witunr.t his life in* did deprave. 

Hut ah do jniy him, ihourli noun vlcspisr* 

Hr wes i pprer of .vni,;, though honow’s slave. 
He ask'd tor tears,—and they were tinned with fire 
He ask’d fnt Iovt, and love was sold to him. 

He lookM for soJ.u*- ,d the goblet’s brtin, 

And lound Jl not ; then wept upon his lyre* 

» 

Ife sung the M>fi£s of all the world's desire,— 
lie wi.as the wie&lh no rivalry can dim ! 



LOVE'S AMBITION* 


17 i 


VI 

Jfc ■I' * 


f.OViUS AM'ilTKiN. 

I MUST invoke the <■ tor mv junf» good. 

And prove myself un pmuy ti else mine 
Of mere »eIf-seeking, thimoh r&ifh this imbued. 
I sing as sings the hum, m a v*u<<d r 
Content to be alive at haio/t-tuiK.. 

Had I its wings I should Ho 1 ' 1m* whh'to' d I 
But X will weave my h~mm ■> tuio tnyuiv. 

And greet afar the heights i ratmor ilnnb« 

X will invoke thee, .Love ! though f*r avv.iy. 
And pay thee homage, .o hi eom* a l night 
Who longs to keep hw true lovi m liis sight, 
Yea, X will soar to tIn.o, m roundelay* 

X» shine and shower, and make a bold 

Of each load hope, to compass. Ihee £i right. 



LOVE'S DEFEAT. 
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T 

Ji j. 


. v t 

A t 


OVK'S UKFKAT. 


lK> v hut < vi',U ' Mil if{ -l *»t -»o well 

othct !i'«.n ; \'t i. utv mil t; true. 

My liOjxs^ic M>M , *‘*v ‘MmphM are hand to tell, 

1 ^ut 'b> i» <. ,‘)V v M iM i.'t ~ind wept them, too, 
Thotutb, )i d' :tI,Vd t in"y v -{a to hide fruro view. 
1 VtiiKe !\e I .t*\ 7 ~*m»M hollow &}iell ; 

* 

And why** Mo mid nfe">, 'A n *ny thoa£hi$ rebel, 
Atj>I w 1 , *r\ ’ o>u-«f she wtx - tbM \nu**t eiiiaue* 

Hut Mr tbu rt on, ji\ 1 n* j othur one, 

f dire to look 'iiv 'tv.tv, .oul Uow rey head 


To thy sw< * ' n un<% as Mindowrr to the 
Though, pe r M ^ oiurc, not v» wisely fed 
'With r'uden 'fairs must now be ndted, 

Vnnnmh‘F>l leaf.., till hie or lovo be done l 



V* T//Z/NPr T\STO ,V M AT NIGHT . 


* 7 $ 


XKi. 


A THUN J>T',TlSTO R M AT K \ G S l l\ 


TH£ Uj^lltxring is th*' ’dlo; imd nj ‘.hr Mono 
That tell# of chaos , ,i. t ; . cad the on* 

As one may so .nl $hu ^ o f i r i unc, 

As one in 1 j GA i »».'*>■ r - -u M, k ,*'mi 
Of OodT fo^edinocr ni.mloi m h! mu 

V ■» A 

How weird the'«* ».• I "> >'h ii« i -s'.^ur-w.'nn 
With hints of dead, , and >n vnuh i*iu*tme 

The reeling M.o . -w mi than*. 

And now th ' turn on h m ukm 'cum ' und»cds 
Roar down m*<.bo ~Vi and .uj\nt', shaped of 
mh t 


Writhe itp to Heaven vwihnriorhsdd* n h* ads ; 

And thiiTulrr-clomis* Vkhuso Jftdjlidws inteiiwkt, 
Rack all the sky* and t< ar it into T-, 

And shake the air like that have kiss'd f 



iy6 


IN TUSCANY ; 


xrv. 

IN TUSCANY. 

Do c T than remrmb* j, fn* ml fjf vanish'd day*** 

IIr>\v m the* ! in ! of love m>l song* 

\1'V met m April in tV* rrow <b v d way 4 ! 

Of ih.it fan city uh< re the soul is- strong* 

Aye ! strong a- fate, Cr good or evil piaisc ? 

And how tile l-vd \vh.vrr: all the woild obeys*— 

'Hie lcnil of Ii'jhf to Henri the slats belonn*."^' 

V >9 ’ 

Illume 1 the trvk th A h d thee through the throng? 

* 

7 he l thou rerm ijiIvt, in tie* wooded dale, 

Heyond the town of I ianto Ihe Divine, 1 s 

How all the air was flooded as with wine? 

And how the huh, to Urown the nightingale, 

PealM out sweei notes ? I live to tell the fcajtf. 

Hut thou? OMivion signs thee with a sign ! 



A HERO. 


*77 


XV* 


A 


11 FT*/' 


Tmt warrioi know- !.>uv bifid t* th< light,— 

How sad to live* -*hor sirer? puehnore to dip 
Is Fame his joy? Hr* nu w he* on the heigh* 

And when he falls he shouts his h.bih'-ery ; 

His eyes. are wet ; our own wib not be dry. 

Nor shall we stmt hn pinise, or our delight, 

WhCU he survives to stive 1 i, loud "light 

And make hi, fame the iv.urhwont of th< !»y. 

In all our hopes his love i; with v si 11 ; 

He tends our faith, he^ootho*, us when we piicve. 
His feds are just ; his wo id we must believe. 

And none shall spurn hint, though Ins blood they spill 
To piercmthe heart whose pride limy cannot kill.— 
Heath dies for him whose fame is his reprieve l 



iy$ 


X/WfORSlZ 


XVJ. 


RKMOKSK. 


Ho, thee i;onr 3 h’V<- thw no*,, i swear; 

And if 1 tovbt thee wf*!! in toy', fn>ne by, 

At k l if t Ivis’iM and ttdud vtf'iU thy hair, 

An<l cru^ n\i my h> f<» urove the same a lie-. 
My out m r. this * rny my’ wi> <*u’ek to die. 

The chain of custom i .< i hv dr- >v. fur 
Of some si 'in vi Jo i m r i \v:m ht to bear, 

And 1 >tli ibJu.iiM si ( well as 1. 

Ah. <Jod ! ’b^ t^arful-nur :»!ul l lepent ; 

And hhv i dead, hvem.ui \ live lot this:-— 

To stand, unv dued, on a dream’s abyss. 

And be mine own most piteous monument* 

What 1 did J xob thee. Lady, of a ki>s ? .. 
ILere, take xt back ; and frown ; and be content $ 



t T}/h MISSION OF 'I I IF. IwUIF 


1 


V * ' 

A. I I 


Tin-' mission ok mi-. I’.'W'o 


?Tfr ti ^ w'f, lie wears th* M.ddim* u i > 

Of Art ami Nature ; *>»d v u , \ >n i*~ 

lie should be quicker than tin, hmk to 'hh* 

And till’d with irenyy like dw *im nit (Id 
Who san^* their songs fo? count >y end fc^ 1 

Nothinq should daunt him,, fhnei h tin in w , us , < to 5 
Hy fiends from i 1 r*11 ! Hr should be sudt I > h'd f 
And swift to part with truth, n bom a spine. 

He should discourse of w:u and waik a I.inn. 

And deeds of peace, and 'jarlimh to lx sme h». 

And love, and lore, and ihsul), and beaulv’*. rimin, 
And warlike men sutwined by it inlet thonjhk 
And grief dismiss’ll, and hatred set .it nmi’lit, 

And Freedom shielded by ho* stum** ujOii a nr, f 




J)RA TH. 


i Ho 


XVIJI. 

DKATil. 

f r is fh< it is the iu • i of life, 

To kn»nv that Heath, ungainly to the vile, 

I< n<»i i traitor with a reckless knife. 

And not a serpent uilh a look of £intc, 

Aut o’K* who greets u^ with a sexaplds smile,-- 
jiii aiqj-rl pm -t to fend us after strife, 

Ami keep us true *o (iod when fears aie rife, 
Arul sceptic thought wouM daunt us or defile. 
He walks the world as one « mpowetkl to fill 
Tht fields of space for Father and to r Son. 
ffe is our friend, though morbidly we shun 
Hi. tender touch,--a cure for eveiy ill. 

lit H too kinp of peace, when oil it* done. 
Karfh and the air are moulded to bis will 



TO ONE 1 LOVE.. 


XIX 

TO ONh I LPVK, 

Oil, Jet me plow! u >th thee to have \ mud, 

A gnrdf n nook, no; far from thy donruu 
That there, with haip, arid rmcc, ,n.d pint )*< 

T may be tine to thee* and. p i<: non-fain, 
Rehearse the son^y. of nature once ag.nn r 
The *ongs of Cyuthui vumdenng by the f>r ^^j 
T o soothe the rapture * ol tt lover\ paui, 

And those of Phyllis with her -heph'mr^ cm»,k 
I die to serve thee, and foi tins .done, 

To be thy baid-rlcct, from eJuy to day, 

f would forego the right to fall a throne. 

♦ 

t would consent to be the famine-prey 
Of some fierce pard, if ere the night were tloi 
X could subdue thy spirit to my :,way 



FX TF A T f'F,RZ'\ 






b\ \"r\KMt IS. 


Hi. i'!* d. !i o'< i ,heb r 4 a- upon the sewl, 

•Vm d'wt*- and tht ( Imv # ' miuinniM as with lip'} 
i‘lit" v* iv' sd 'Ofe hss appeal d to woo 
fn nt n;\ tu 1 ,df, tinsmitten hy His rod. 

voald ‘.smi a* d i he blight of some eclipse 
Mad dull'd Hu* skk s,-- <cs ii t on mountain bps, 

Th* 1 wmis ci ilia/* p had spurn'd the life terrene. 

And clouds woo foundering like benightedships, 

!!ui svh.u lh:s y i’vu ! f uu, unforeseen; 

Wliirh i.Jcm*. m the dark ? \ feu ful, burning thing ! 

I ; it die muon ? Or Sd urn's scarlet ring 
>n to pne i* it k the tempest-sun I 
J* is Mi< ,nU'i ut of th» Idxrbnn king 
Win, h teJ! *h> ^ die)', ‘hat the storm b done ! 



VICTOR HUGO 


10 5 


XX i 

victi *u 

VICTOR the Kuril ! .< ( iv‘• 21.A '! d : 

BehoM, I hmi'» ih < h'C* * ■. h u« > 

A. |>OOJ JIAiv. 'hr ? t >C it IliV" ' Ulillii >(|: 

But fitU unfit <u tied st* ju.osl > \ i. 

It ifs file ouU'utii* -»t u h k n*i 

)hn\outiCed ot th<*e, mul sjuii'iM i\tr \ .nt >iy ywns 
It i.> the token of a mOori' 1 - t_ui *. 

, Wii.'h <»it has joyM i.i tb s, unit -h.iii uj'.uu. 
Lover for thy hate, apphiuv 1 toi thy ths'j.un, -- 
Thebe art* the tloweis w,e £,ptvav\ upou ttiy tu u&e. 
Wt? give thee back, today, thv poet-rurM. j 
We call thee friend ; wo *.iu;y thy reign- 
Kingb change their sceptre tor a iuni i«u doat 
But thou haiat turn'd thy tomb into a throne „ 



4 


CYA'TJIIA. 


ZXIl 

CYNTHIA. 

O Lanv Moon, t ]er* of,nil the sphere." 

To \u the $pi ndian of the ocean-tide*-, 
f ( Injj^L thee, s:»y ? by all thy hopes And jutia, 

i 

And by thy hici, the or tde of brides, 

Why tvennorr Rtinor a* with thee abides i* 

I» life a h ie to thro, and haught with tears, 

M hat thus torlorn and sad thou dost confer 
With ghosts -oid shades? Perchance Uiou dost suspire 
To bridal honour.,, and thy Phcebus-sire 
Forbids the banns, whoe’er thy suitor be? 

Is this thy grievance, O thou chief of mrnfc ? 

Or dost thou weep to know that Jupiter 
Hath many moons—his daughters antl his sons— 
And Earth, rhy mother, only one in thee ? 



PJllLOMEl,. 




XX III. 

PHULOM Kl, 

Lo, as a tmnsticl at the eourt of Lovr, 

The nightingale, who > hs^, ni^s 1 i, mph. 

Thrills into rapture , and the st.os al n<wc 

Look down, atfiiidited, as they wi«uM i ]>iy 
There is contagion, and L know not why, 
la all this clamour, all this fieut d» light. 

As tf the sunset* w'u*n the day did ^vvoon, 

Had drawn some wild conh^Mon horn tin* tno^a. 
Have wrongs been done i ilaveomu^ ui.utul Ltt u 
To shame the wend retirement of the night t 
O clamorous bird l O sad, sweet nightingale I 
Withhold thy voice, and blame not beauty's ijucen. 

She may be pure, though dumb ; and she is pale. 
And wears a radiance on her brow serene. 
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XXi V 

f kim; 

t » I » i h * • j > l \ n* h> n\ 1 Ik»w to th* * t 
tiU.u l* st ’ tr* ,»>nn< {< , lljioutM Idtt^ aj*o 
An! itn’v t I: k < l nu v 

■ \ ,t ; <ni f !im , tx » *1 cf my w.»Oj 
I f „vA»h) vi;» n>v f» . *►}»»a- limy How* 

1 .w iii i*• ► l Uj the i»*nvf to mio! a ti <’4 

!' >i »h tl < ofl’lutUS U.IIiI lit 1 - U'A 1 ’* 

I x*. \ not h-* so Kv r as net complain 

VMi* ji tu‘ * ii'vo is fmm my siijhk 

No. n.d I >r Ml Mir; ui.’i vd', o£ the mj^ht, 

Auo ail Ut' vat yin;; splendours ot tin? years. 
Do th>;s a o I r.U', !’iou ] that Ait the lfy;ht 
Oi all love *7 soul., in all the .sphere* 
To make a May time oi my soirows, sfcnu* 



* tVK&W FLO IVhtiS. 

# 


XXV 

TOKV\ ill i\\ i 1 

Oh, not the daisy, t-» *h , mv «>t Oi»*i ' 

'{‘-ike not the dai .y * L i it 1 Inom 
Unlnuch’d o1 1 ki' t.y spice ' uii or U >p . 

Oi parly U*ud. i ' H ?r 1 * not a oai , 

Ami mi ouc for, mi hair*%il, on lh<* ,ud 
li laughs, i.i-ult ml, m tli<* Momma’. hu. , 
And evoty where doth Jid a lowly jdact 
Though fraught wMi flours for the darkest * k 
’'Vis said the pnmmse k. a party flow cm. 

And means coercion, and »h* u>v renown 
Qi «n« who toll’d for country and for nown 
This may be so ! ilul, in my i«tdy v . Unu-i„ 

Xt meant* content,— a hope, - a polum hour, 
i/rimroscs smile ; and daisies cannot it own f 
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.1 1‘RAVb.R l-Oli ENGL AMD. 


? 



XXVI. 

A P RAVER S'OR ENGLAND. 

AH, f'ur L >rH <hn' t i H, ’v n, to whom wc cud,-- 
Ty whom w- hv‘% - \*w wiioni our bop^es are built,- 
Do Tisut, from ye«i to y.'nr, a> Thou wilt, 

(Vnund the Ku^m, but mi'Ri not to bill 
It*, ancient f nth, tK grandeur, ami its thrall ? 

I>i» Thou prrsf i v<t it, in t b e hours of guilt, 

WIkui foenien for blond that should br* spilt. 

Anti keep i! stioxijr v^hfu traitors would appal. 
Uphold us still, () <hxl 1 and be the screen 

And sv'oid and buckltr of our England's might. 
That foe men R wiles, and woes which intervene. 

May fade away, as fades a winter's night. 

1 hme ears have heard us, and Thine eyes have SCt;U. 
Wilt Thou not help us 9 Lord I to bud the Lights* 



1 


A VETERAN POET 


KXVIL 

A VETFKAN I’OKX 

I KNT-W thee fjrst ,<s one ms) know the iim« 

* 

Of some apostlt, *s ,» n»m nii) 3'rmw 
The mid-day -un fan -slninng o’er the sn<>w 
1 hiird thee prince of poet > 1 1 bee,? ne 

Vassal of thine, .end warm'll me at the ll-mu 
Of thy pure thought, my «*pnn ah nphnu, 

With dr ear re of peace, - ? nd pomp, and lync '■•how, 
And all the ‘splendours. Master ! of ihy name. 

But now, a man reveal’d, a guide for men, 

I see tti 5 r face, I clasp thee by the hand ; 

And though the Muses in thy presence stand, 
There's room for me to loiter in thy ki»». 

O lordly soul I O wizard of th» j pen ’ 

"What news from Godi What wool from fairyland 




A CHORAL OPF IO I.TBF RTY 






A CHORAL OOF TO f,i HRRT'C 


i. 

O f .n i IK (, 1 j i i t < v , n : t K < yr oi flum , 

Motln * and m.od, uiunort.il, mans ihdipht 
hairest and hrM rut thou m n.um ,uM hu *** 1 
And none >hail 10b t)w < o< fhy vested nghL 
Where is the man, Ihnuptr hity turn* a bmp 
Shall stay the tide, o» rotmn rm.uid the sprwg ? 
And where is he, though t hy turn s i 1 * n ivr, 

Shall trocL thy r >x to i i*i thee ns a grn\ r ? 


X i 

Old as the sun art thou, and youn^ as morn. 

And Jtresh a* April wheiOhc hurve^ blow. 

And girt with gloiy hhe the grow sup coin. 

And undehled hKe moun'runs made of snow. 

Oh, ihonht the Mimtnei of tin 'ouls ot mm, 

Anti poor men'a rights, approved hy sword and pe 
An* made self certain as the day at noon, 

And tair to view as flowers that prow m June 



T 94 A CHORAL ODE TO IJLERTV 


j f 

A’h< }- i n cl **p*' i.-ii IRy Symbol wins, * 

'1 he cjilt ot Pr.uUv. io 'c'e.id * Uevoud the de«. 

A ), ^rtseijcc s\i i \i m i\ii-' 

hj?s - i «'<■ uA * - th it etnnot we> ]> ? 

;>t v/ iM'fti ftlhi*- witn nphfted 'uni 
'I'o h. r ht ih»' c is- V i y thu land from harm - 

X J 

V> i \>ht ti • s» ' t (ht^TiJiJ! >>f the tiny,, 

dowt r a. itc» d *w * in- <i n]<< j.inp water w »y. 


' , 


t J %1/S n C 

/ . /r - r 

7i‘l’ r i i St’S <•/ j 

J e* \ t* 

rr: / '*■* 

t >/: , </- /a/, c>/ iww I 

/'i j ' f a,. 

,.’ \t w 

1 ' 'Ann < f u >ta,*/ir (i/tti funiCi 

.hr’ .kt' 

1 iV j V n 1 

:* •«»: , y 4n /*,//»i', 1 // n y j?/r /^ i^; 4 r( 7i» 


v. 

\\ ho r r, n.’ i.rt Di. <■ wiDi th (mi.y breath 

( ;f t in poor ,'ii< t O thou nri^vu lu\l of hate * 

\\ ho m In t t in* l, tht t td a felon’*. ih ath* 

Af > tiioii ' n "-pleruli* 1 iri'l >> lovr-U.Vc ? 

Who <1 irf s .to thr mi\ hv«, ^ Who dates assail 
f‘hy M n-i, i .sf'd lorehead, perr and m^rble-pah-; 
And thou so ilt povevoil hmd all the 
Ann iiko to T dl is horn of Muieibr»0 

.■ i 

Oh, rvr beheld the um, at selling time, 

(Vrp o’er !h<* hills **:- it to toy i*ood bye ; 

And I fonve hail'd it with Die Midden rhyme 

Of <*nmi‘ nrw thought, full ft righted with a K)j,;h» 

* b-ertotdl'G. Stiliii of liberty in New Tori? h&rkoiir. 



CHORA I ODE TO T WERTY to? 


And I have : F\ n may I'r< edom fall. 

And drukA’f^ shroud it Jikc a winMy pall, 

And right oVfwhrlrn it* and th»* '.hae, , lluiful 
Kugulf the t»lono«; bom of perfect b v< 


\ n. 

But 1 burr’s no fall for fh * ■ ; the ;o r no tomb ; 

And none shall stab .be \ tuna hub 1 1 - v th) bend. 

T hy Sa.c< ra is f?ii w d h b 'bin ' I Ocu m 

A r<t thop sha.it bun a'i ♦him** s' t^v . mmiard. 

A tomb for »I vet* t* \), v in i> Uu .un i* sbtu 
And lamps and fiu 1 m bo <hn ’> bt ni fh p; nrt. 
Then ir.;.*y'st lima du * W 1 n v bom 1 an \ for im*- 
A tomb be found vv'vo b o ml b ,i/u , 1 c. 


v hi 


0 sunlihi Libt' /;\ it*?!• , /sr c f /la*\c+ 

/Mother atLt >raia y /w/vm/./ \ k e r*. ?'t 1 
Earnest ar:: fir ^ o'! f a.- a >// },, ;v t v; / /no/. , 
And thou i ha!I tnar , t a iV/v/. o';.» ,V/. /. / d:t f 


l v. 

There shall be feasting and l sound oi c ong 
In thy great cities ; and a voice divine 
Shall tell of freedom ah the winter long. 

And fill the air with rapture as with win*' 

The spring shall hoar it, spiing *hali Iwai the sound, 
And summer waft it o’er the fhmeriul ground ; 

And autumn pale shall shake her withi ted leaves 
On festal morns and star-bespangled eves. 

s 

- 15 - 
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V 

* IV* 


For thouVt the smile of Heaven when earth is dim 
The fac° of ( 2 nd reflected in thu sea— 

The land’s irrhun upbflid by the* hymn 
(V vnn> >;hul Luk • numphant ' ? n the le.\. 

Thou m all ihG i, r Mi mote f Thou art the £oal 
Of rush's 'doet(.d ones (tom pole in pole* 

TG hd* ■ i * V ’T ' . To aid's primeval fire, 

h ; ■*, s id » 1 t j t man’s desires 


An 




\ f 
A i 


O ptoua -Lao' pur, ' On oM m 1 \ubhtue ! 

For to s .m : thim , u f dom \ O my Joy J 

i wt *hve, J * ' *■ J * ■ m f A boss ' of time 


.r > '»*'d muh s irOUOll 
■»h «‘i i one Is. t j owned, 
n < bu wiiahx of Heaven 


A ihm:n ; 

hi.' t S hi u 

1 tp > i snn t * * 

' • 1 ah" u 

, VO ) y % id ., 

M'| l , i , n 

i fn w\ ' h 

vi i a" t v 

Shall MOf' tht 

e oi.j t with 


vl’ 


O uur 'Rt ' A I't'rtjf) .«*?/■/; / tv? of fidm£ } * 

Sifj'h*** lit) i max /, unmo* >af uruonfincdl 
fafrtst an i 7< > \ t a/ * tiou in /him€ i*a<t fatHc^ 

Jt.fi t/^ou s, l t f ; tva/ >vn?n? ///a*? rw;A/ 


V{ 1 L 

Who loves ti»r •* not i ► traitoi to himself, 

Tt.utm \s he to Goa and to the j^iave. 
Poor » miser with Ins load of pdf, 

And more unstable than a leeward wave. 
Cur** J is he for aye, and his shrill be 
A name of shame from sea to furthest sea. 
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A natrm # »c*.tn *ot <11 undo Min 

Whose uptight souh have learnt to in., (hr thi? one- 


V, * V 

A. » 4 


A thousand times f) Fim'dnn, * liatm ? turned 
To thy j ipt face, aril a-i.hud tin** maitynwise 
I nn^bt avhstv*' *>«‘in nmh «s Wumb 


'A iihm Jhc d-|» , h s * ei ( loolm* « ,’jnir eyt ■>. 

Ah fh»d * hew 'iv,•’*' ■ it \ a jf t* *v rt tin i* hh* 

l s n ai * thv mu *\ l nob ms.. i* **, > r«?» 
fjOVing thee i'i ^ * r>» , .n f in < m •< 
(Jiving this f ar d* i * :i< • i J.ted i * , 


For thou an fearful, J. 

he 

, 1 o prund 

O* .1,1 

Fear mi and 1 caims* 

iv i ' 

he 'o u ml 

o 1 ' men 

The hau^htie't beers 

O 

4 s 

’ M V 1 f I ^ 1 - 

y Mil 1 s 

And rf; h i M * mt 

1 f i j 1 1 ■ 

.iM thy * 


Who doubts ih. I.<y l :rht n 

'f re }'(* m 

* k aUr 


The fading lamp »d v sm nu'ht .* '• n -1 s 
Which pu plicth,M heard amid 1 m dark 
The hist hunt pn imh. < s the nested lark ? 


u 


vri 

0 mnftkc Libc*tv 9 wtt>* t y> c .»/ ■ 7 

Mother afai tnaidy *viwv*t<v\ pn"npt *'f fJb «rv/ f 
JFahes* and first at£ fhor h. tut**n < ;; Owr, 

A^%\} th&t4 shaft lash. * he r'«w A w /»/ /v nought t 


O thou desired of men I * > thou N*mrenir 

And triie*toued spirit whom the hard*. icvere ! 
At timutfs thou com 1 st in likeness of a dream 
To urge rebellion, with a face austere. 
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And by that pnwei them Lvd- e'en by that power 
Which the • >11s< itnii! of thy ^oveici.^ctM-^wei — 
Thou te.tche I shiv*.j>, df wi\ ttodtlen, ho v to stand 
Lords of tuemselves la ^:-U 1 hivalruuii Laud. 


wm. 

The hosts of de'iji, tin* sona«hons ot ihe bw. 
The at n M ,.»> o 1 - d * s j * a;!iy and Lite, 
Shall ei v , v. t do 1 >'} 'maih ;,i 
Anti tr, n y ' r 1 . i and out * / dote. 

\ ea f tl t o shed ; f* * i ) i ? > i tvbhd p ,vo t 
And nnre pT, ,»Ji ; ik'i do \,e > *o L) u Jow: 
Arid non* -,hdl ren * b \ to n th' , t I'* to thee 
Ah dawn to J w y, e • vufOjdu M the >en 


For Iev r -d thv *, f)i“e < >n t s d ou k»us thing I 
]• oj S. \ ' th t ii 1 1 no t \ i » 

Ak ,l O «\ 1 » ufimjlM'' VI 1 ' C»'wf '(i, pMOf 's'H^ , 

Snail ji. * Lid" ttiji'a. meats eS'iimofc. 

And there ihats 'k, fah ^.ii, horn north to South, 
From east lo », bv Wisdom*: vsorJ oi mouth 
One cede of ] jvs that *d! si ail understand, 

And all tbr worl t sheJi 1 < one Fatherland. 


:x. 

0 sun like labe>*v f with e}c r cf /tame. 

Mother and muni) immortal, street of breath! I 
Fail est ana fi> st art thvu in name and fame , 

And then bha*t find* FedetKfthn out of Death ! 



* V f ** * r ■* 
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HYMN 


THE RISING SIN 


i*n, rising suK 


u/9 


Inon Mighty n jL tf rxt »?: the INTcnmnp’s brow 
Do\i dh*no, Ad-wln*;, i ' M 't plenitude 
Of thun* up-rising rfu fubmtc i 

Look cion n ;u> v l mess i h* «' v i h.e' ’ now o?dained f 
And ?e f Ihe 1 '’an, *>? ’.- j • *ji <»t » ^,\K 
Ik: tbun »"* t tr, ’ *«» ,, [\,\ .+ #T s Grg 

Arid Nmt ?)u (?reo b,r >h> rrc’vmng phr 
And all ih'„ wt.mn i»>r i y wvy of price 


II, 


The sea I ihjot, iA &h«j" f t *’ -:rcr»f arc thine* 

Ami all the h ./ nitn i'.iouph a") the zones : 

\ eu, each cverded thin*; all d tough the years, 

AU things s'xv fh:v' h; tn Y 'he' pnamount; 

And theteY n." *» ' *ve nowu, by . or land, 

That is not quickened by t':c sght ot thee ; 

No ! thete is norhuip, c.'trnv ’ t -<j or *n air. 

Which loves thee not with kn r e beyond compare. 


m. 

V * 

O holiest on the mountains 1 O thou r tm 
That ait a portent and s* prodigy, 

And evermore dost measure time and space I 
To thee 4 we turn to see thee what thou art- - 



oo 


HYMN TO THh. RISING SON 

V 

How fair, how constant, aiul huw *nrt with beanv> 
AnJ how c'AL’jtmt in thine jjiuk* >rnt. 

When, one hi one, the confess thy \ >owei 
AnU Leave thee ail th** IajuI'-csjv s to: a dower* 


T 

A 


Bl.'s* \ x " ,v fh« hi***, 'h< »rd *tv: pJ“?ns, 

The founts, i*'i t< it_'«s " i ; v v fo.nninp st j ; 

\v d ^ . :>• oh » * su, ‘hjor I 

I‘hl< >'l" • *f -Oy 't'iLjfli; time* 

Bh»'v.nuva V .» *n>h On-h ■ <: thv Y ot\s>en 2 ' 0 rf* « 
\m| o ’ 11 j,» v h^es" »hr i t *"•* iv >ir*d, 

A nr* o«u "«■■*{ *1 hn i. rhou >hin<rsl uft. 

And l m -y m«.. v, n* • < Vous th} boiison 


if, 


< ) put i i L 

r ,■ 

t 

t ^ 

TiJlt i f * 

i L »5 1 1 >vj! 

\ 

>: n\dn t i T 

Uc.h< >!d Si 

1 i» . , 

When tb« 

4 

t J . < , 

4 -A 1 ‘ 

For hW 

1 t 

.ho T ■ '■ u 

And Bvi 

e. 

pv>rt^n? 1 its 


Ami all ’by ) ' ,j f ' 
When S3|»pho 


u .Ain '*■ .m of rnght 
...... . i ,w„ ; the world ! 

* lie loved, 

ih<o i r'oc Heaven* 

o< the Kin^ of Kangs* 

,:yh *bn Lentuncs; 
v < .ndrows. as of old 
vi tbee with bu harp of gold 


vr. 

A Uutoic bod is unuc in every grove; 

In all *h#= fields thou hast thy troubadours. 

A th'ju*iftd fimr^ the lark has trilled to thee. 
And waked the woods m April and in May; 



HYMN TO THF RISING SUN 


70 I 


* 

A /lyiiad times and more* His skvA.wd T.tvo 1 
Have drenched the summer with the d ‘w v , of v - jir, 
And ina^e, as ’twere, s It a o*ciht vd 

hor bards to boas* of when the d.tv* .u*. \ ’•>. 


vn 


Thou pnurl and ppa 1 Thou h <r> f \ of Uv 
Of Eu->t and Wi* .t, which ai*j t U v in sit a >'■, 
Where them. - ar ^orainj and ai m Urn;* u 
Dost hold a nuruon, wt'i* J clov'd o men 
The roof* whereof art * a rut „o< r\ >>t 
O jocund kh>g J nation ida^t, unifood, 

And unassmled by stoims ; ('r x jngh‘«it the t 
Ia>ok down and bles c the ot iim-u ha w 


\ 

t ■ ■ > > 


' panned 


v t is. 

Bless thou the workers and tin omn of 0 wn hi. 
The work they do, fhe ^ond^js uf ihi \utf , 

And all the whist*!-tun* *»f th wood, aid .toaui 
For thou J rt the \u uu td the < loi.d. ^ f m-un, 

And where thou art the horn*, are g»dd« n w mped* 
And where thy servants are thy ..one is pint. 
And where thy singers »r \ m bouci and town. 
The hearts of men respond to thy nmm'n. 


IX. 

Hear us, Ligbt-Givei ! and, horn dawn to du4c« 
Be thou the fiery signal of much joy ! 

Unfurl thy banners beauteous on the hills, 

And let the flash thereof— thy blazonry— 
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THE KING'S REST. 


be Hope’s; fore-runner in the reddening meads. 

O Sire of Se isons ! Monarch oi the M*oihs ! 
Illume us hf rr 1 hy suppliants, on the sod, 

And had us. through thy surnmtrs, up to God I 



THE KING'S REST. 


r 

Hr.rr. lies the King, within his tomb—a shrine for men 

to cherish, 

1 he landmark of a nation's love, whose fame shall never 

p-uish-~ 

Our Sh-ihespp.-jrc's Pe*l * the grave of him whom all 

V. < I C pi II Kt to lot low. 

It* (Mine In joined to IMam brain the frcniics of Apollo. 


rt. 

Ay, there hi on English soil, the chief of all the 
smg*u i, 

Highest and best in honour*' guest among the passion- 
burgers. 

And o’er the stone a warning-word, as if, in kingiy 
corr< >w. 

He had fore-seen the vulgar touch of some demented 
morrow. 



THE KING'S REbT. 


:o3 


m, 


So many boons, Ik Icfi us here, so many jp«l kn verses, 
That, had he curse d \\z once a year, we u»igV h vc home 
his curses. 

But he was just. I? 2 cursed but once, ^ to the grave he 


wended;— 


Accurst be he who move 1 ' my bone* J J and there the 
luiy ended. 


w 

k v T » 


Oh ! he was great, and wise as Fair, ; nd, by Ik' p^n he 
wielded,— 

Yea, by the pen that was his sword, —he loved the cause 
he shielded. 

He loved the children of the poor, *ho maiden uid the 
mother, 

And all who tori by land end sea, and all wlm help e mh 
other. 


v. 

He found that, as the years declined, -as o^e by one 
they vanished,— 

The earth was robbed of many joys, and Chivalry was 
banished. 

And so, to dower the world again,—to fill the place 
vacated,— 

He thronged the air with ecstasies which he alone 
created. 
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THE KING'S RE:ST 


ft 

Hi" built 3 pdac* 1 * out of nought, for Love to come and 
win it,-- 

A dome of pnd<* and pagcintry, and only breath within 
it. 

But when he touditd it with his hand* behold ! from out 
the portal, 

A thousand goodly shapes advanced,—and they were all 
immortal 


vn 

Thesi* the pur n v'* 1* raw to-day, the friends wc 

cannot -ever, 

Women and men of Shakespeaic’* pen who dwell with 
us toi e\er. 

We iimv four t ;t the present hour, and facts around it 
But no* ti>c grand eternities of his emphatic singing. 


vi n. 

And when he doffed his iobe of clay, to prove amid the 
dying 

That death was meant for meaner men, and not for his 
descrying, 

At least he earned the common right which others, still, 
have taken, 

To turn his face to mother earth, beloVd, and not 
forsaken. 



MV 1.ADV W WRATH, 


:u«. 


i 


TX. 


II* cannot av,j but he lu r . pava-r 
keeping, 

Happy m sleep below the sod, 

Oh \ peiu^o be his., by right no »Lfy,, - 
Cover. — 

His dusi within the Luu. hi. loved, 
livei * 


to I'J/jture'i. holy 
ruat<fc*i m his 

i 

his ei' tui h the 
besid, the At L'ti 



MV LADY IN 


VVkATH. 


O KA 1 RKST and foodeit of nvtnphs, uhtmi birds a no 
the 1 ueeies adore, 

Ik 1 patient with me for a ^ it. , ah 1 Ik lovnn' and tnie 
Ska of yuio ; 

For if thou art slow to forgive am* quick to recall ,m 
** offence, 

Kemfistnber at least I am thine to the uttermost throbbing 
of sense ! 


IC. * 

I am thine in the light of the past, in the light of the 
future Ftu thine; 

And T ktuadi to thine image to-day, as a hermit may 
kmacd at a shzixj/5- 



'loh 


MY LADY IN WRA TH. 




And l a n/jv, there i:^ va/ef* 
sfsrickcn W h ite, 

And a r-'mforr f’> -r one ot ti c 
M' ’i <« hv 


* ! 

i herein Ar r man who r, 


r> 

twain m the timely vipprcs* 


nr. 

Thou didst r-11 rsv H«> < of old, and, lo I I was 

piovd t l m mnine, 

l»nt to-'!n> i luVr in shinned a 7-ong a.s a victor may 
fA.lunr. * I ill/,, 

And trf hvdd \ >t i. marred in it'-’ flight as a bird that has 
brortC«\ '<< wii'p, 

And the rdunds *>f ti.i* live ate entranced with the weight 
i»i the wondei of things. 


IV. 


And \«" v is tiuf, l V c ! 1 wi r j chovn f y tbee and 

uni.Mnod ; 

J m>‘ i>' t'\c <m f( t T ^ L.ni : rn the rresbe*. 

At f ht* 'ouw' «. !l>> vim~« ' vv<is thidVd, and the thrilling 
tk< 11 </ v ,\ ,\ [( 

Willi thf n.e.'imig'. o r many delights that the summer 
was 5 m on to runlet. 


V. 


O L*«v<*t by the token of tears and the touch of si 
v.irmheo content, 

}]) the airow that flies to the mark when the bow of the 
spmlei is bent ; 



« 
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2cn 


rx v the* ^dieam* 1 am loth to 
* 

fam to ttdjs&r c, 
i implore thoc. be prntlc In 
fieed of ihy < ajbii * 


disc it J h\ 'b 


r 

x 




{.mm, nv hk rm) hr 


Vi, 


I remembrtf how roid h b c.injt v b n 
silenee bop .ft - 

And £ fek .*» s. <^-io *ht>. . h»'P ' A 

h't_a&b'"* (i'.y 1 ' t + : 

For the thui _ . v . 

to he * P's, /lio of )' ■ i** 

And the' hrov* b^" * a* t H »-» o* . »tn 
the ehpib . , i {r . 4..' 


; .saw rhee in 
t," bnmt ">'a r 
r r 'is 1 * . 1 d 

< ? T 

i ■ AJ* ( 'U in 


T T •» 

k k 


I 


was mo\ i. Pc > < > 

,i,y t« v.on ny *> ' : 

And I \ o nttce J bo v 
sob m u*y } :>r a r 
P’or a dove may K* ,hk;( p; vi 
forget to t*e Imd, 

And 4 Hiy muy die-vtn of tin* 
afioat on the wind* 


P 

5 h. >>!).: i 
,’.l!’. r 




. T libcd tne 
- e '! f a;;*t ioa y 
>h ;h * 1 snmn»ei , s 


vm, 

Tt was shown in the days that are d^-arb it wn known its 
the nights that >tc passed, 

U was proved in the pomp of the sap and thr: myshral 
mosin ^ the bii-o’ ’ 



MY LADY JX WJR ATM.\ 


i 

And no'v U is a bo revoked '‘hat 4 cov 1 r^ay icrne^bcF 
its thojfti ; 

And J Wf^p wh»*n T Mnnh r d it all m th* j hn*<h of the 
cotrunp o r motn 


IX. 


Ay 

, Jn 

\ ! 

r 1 

1 

fr f> 

it r 

* me 


til 

r ?4 

'■<v 




T « 

ns 1 

* 

1 1 

t 1 '£• 

\ . 

h. ' 

■vi . r 


re , 

A 1 * 

• 1 * 

*«'.C 

> 


? 

1 > 0 id r 

, r**, ■» 

N* ! 

nr. 

0 >»*, 


i n 

,0 t 

l «t > 4 • ’. 

V 



! 1 , 

,!n > 

<< j» 

Itv, . 

v 1 

* .1 

a * r 


/ r 

■H 

%\< < 

7 1 i,t* 

r ' 1 T 

) u < 

k j 



» * # * # 


> 


Oh. fOJT.* 1IU', OOT'*, k '» 
w, t it? fr>r u i . bijtli, —- 
And the v,Uf p;idon 

collapse of an . ath ; 

And the hoj.<' tin* is rent!cl 
it \V 


t in the morrmr tint 
She Fs t for the seeming 
in thrr, ’ftheh tie; light to 


YOU jtlumim %r ? oiadderi th** World with * glory «mrpas*j« 
in*» the sun > 






By EX 1C? MACKAV. 





I a. /im: \ 
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\ 

V 


J. 

D immit* riimini, o ho'vton. 

Tu che canti -ail liuti*. 
Polio c Iminn e pu n <i’ umm< 
1 >.^»Ilrt. valle m su venun v 
Non li icimi su!!’ <»!;uni 
Per inostnr la tu i biavutn t 3 
Non rm canii su! bunone 
Qnnlchc beta tui < 


IK 


Zinjvuella, in :uilh sera 
Cant a bene il iosi,;nnlo* 

I'inngc c cam a in sun pir^hiora 
S:\Iutnmio un rbilce swoln. 

Ma »1 Jmto at mn» Iocean 1 
Planner sa, non sa pityurr . , „ 
3 >uh \ che vuoi col 1 uo sorri .o, 
Tu che cti paiath*-o i 



2T * 


IT A 7 > ? v 'AM/:-'. 


* i i 




V' t , i > > - < in *>iv. * 

11 i.ifti' kiii , 

"'t- 1' ,«(!'■' !o : > .t i \ a\> 7 ' i• • 
v i ( . M I?. !<» I I ^ l 1 -k‘Tt . 

t ,!<'•{ .. i!u , m* prof mu 

i * ! u h i- > * i' ' i . -tPi t 

i 

t \ \ , . . . 

t , 1 I Ll ' . \ * . t l t ' 


l' 1 

VT|||| T 1 i„ < » I \\'\ ,1 r J 1 

1 » mi. ( 1 r„- j r jti- i i, 

a 1 

( > 1 J '!-}*> * ,*,<!!• 1 >>■ v Vfl 1 i 

I *' 11,1 : ' 1 > *(► ^ lim M 1 UU at» - . 

-- t >i , iji Ut* ft► I < \m! <*:oi U 

I ) I 'm In It 1 1 r Hi- t * \ i ot \ i, 

-- 5 s’ Iki'ii-i a t' 1 ». 1 S’mm o Santo 

1 1 

i >4v\ < 11 jjUr tl i \U S*ricmto 


V 


Saji^H ki Inrvo. °.on maichrse 
A.i- h IJann e v u\i itou% 

< 'at to u roil c,urs|<» amr^O 
I >' mn m.v;a >im <fi l 1 amoie. 

\y mn niai'Ai? - Si, <U tjufllfi 

* '*ii •-nn !<vj»rr nellt ■ trllo, 

V, tu 1« i! > t - Non v* t- gunii 
ob tut, chc U: i,i pan, 



A Ah VGA KhLLA 


VI. 

i ome jt in a ?n U \ li} vf 

i ’ S itl I 1 l f * f 11 < i ] f' (; t , 

l' 1 ii )<■' s!i»i.;( ill n:wi '’li, 

Col • ■ »i i: > < ' o« i i ! v'ii * 

Avi i i * £ t» i|j 

On hi nt n l i/riti, 

h/’i i ta i *11'> '"i j nr! i' 
Coun*' fji,vr ; ,, 


vr 


* 


I *J( ’, t.Ul, ' ' l (' ' Pi 1 1 
^)lil LOI.V i <\ \" ■ >> 1 

C* I’ smi 

I ( l i lllh< L» . \ - > »* 11 


!u 


'y u 


A-* {till f 7 f 

M i drJ nu • ; ■ , 

> ’'iVcsitt.* nr, til * >* a i 
Come l Jui>«h ■ t jno"U' j< j 


i ! 


.’lO> 


h i 


OK non hi ok*. *■ 

Cosi H^urvh* p i Im »h ■ - 
On hi vide in* u-* in» • 
Sorude;* per lent * /? . 

Chi in vide dt m (tun - 

I-a nreih'va un,< lejpn-* 
Qua.Lho tii pm j ! 

tnc.'Mo i, > ^ t >ft i 
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ITALIAN FORMS. 


[V, 


Traditor 1 eol tuo huto 
Tu i' hpi fat to innamorair* I 

— lu tnuiai per Sj n Kcznuto 
K pel Cnsto m suir altars,, 

1V*i (iiuscj^K' e pi \ Maiia 

l "he fares la vita pia. 

— il f icosti ? — I sacri volt 
Ricarttdi det ^.tet rdoti. 


X, 


Ch in’ j.^olta, <* trovaton * 

Oi rispomls » dimno iJ vrru 
J Lu veduto il rmsto fiore 
(’he si t*'*die in v..'initero ? 

1 Lh veduto i tror di lose 
<_ he s' mtreccLUi per le spo 
(Juando <;ant.in ilesolab 
t*h ubi::iu>h abbandonati ? 

^ t ^ 

Crolit il capo ; impalhdisclt 

Steudi vl me la tuanca ma.no , 
Non is spurn Ji ; r forse ambisci 
Della sposa oiiuai I’aicano? 
Qui morl l** (hlda, m;i^a 
Sotto il norae di Meo/aga. ; 
Qui morl, nel suo pallore. 

Per l’amor d’un trovatore I 



LA ZING A RE LEA 


xu< 

Strayed to I’uma’dv. b’luoluita , 

Ki uiir.i la ni ->ta (It'iuoll.i. 
Vclata c la mu IkIIu, 

Collocehio cbe punnet mm *,«». 

- O donna, 1 inhur t* mdoviiu 
Tu, Gilda, ascondi culi 1 


xm. 


NVl mondu non vV !a e k nd*ian/a 
Oi tale c <li tan la b^iiade ! 

Non on see pei <jiu*slo o intrude 
IVi* pndio ne spirto T nneu 

Tu so’a tu sei It s 'p« tat •* 

* 'he team qua An tta sul cor. 


Til M*Ia Ui >ei la nna dam,., 

La gioj.i e Timor della v ita ’ 

Tu sola, d<m/e!la louuta, 

XVI niondo la diva sci ni, 

lAuuor ti conoscc, i la ijjtin i 
N£ manca TauLca vhlu v 


> V, 

ATa dove & la fe iKl ji.n»itn 

Che tanto bull6 uella fe‘!a? 
Id am ore, 1’ unuie, lo rtcsla 



ITALIAN POEMS. 



i * u" ti mi i> < i | j t sto fui^d i < 
l* si ^ ^ it, / !/!(ofi«rjk ^ymto» 
1 il \ \, i* h<u mj^nalo com 1 


V--I 

1 t m ■«> . or< >.<<( j >r >l'a d tu<» j^Vantr j 

J , '! k>;'!k l’ "<‘(o 0 ;_uun i» >1 SlKJ- 

lo> %a v‘ *m.» r*c. if) Ufio sst'anto, 

\ •' .1 >( owlo il VJSO CVlH 'l 

) .’<*1 n. ik i braca ktiof lo fido an.anto; 

V J.:v' r.u voitit tie! sur moiro. - . 

x vn 

'> >• ! I ,n ell t.u i I A! Tnondo ovunij in £ thylnc< 
i *.i 1 ’ on i >p. T» Imcio * m n t oj)l> m,£ f 
t'nniyr non .<> '■>0 now jn i i kU/a vo^’m 
< ’t 'in' 1 . ^ i allur Uk i Kv.uk ilia „ . , 

' ' i r r 

( vuo’t tu ? klie voioi eh 13 m mi gnardi ? 

I*iva non von, jnn donna ; e fux aifdrk. 

fUciami m O 1 ho ! mi stdDfri od .xrdi 

Tar. to <1* amoic* piar^i c nr< kakk ? 


XIX. 

{hfo ! to’ a tolls, io son la tua mrsrfihia. 
Fork lion m„ in a rloma in f juc^ti agoni ; 
F<»no } i mJi'jvji tua, la tua ii^ma, 

^Lioi cbn lu vuui plot he non nd al.kmdoni J 



LA ZINGAKhU.A, 


/.ig 


> v. 

< f * U.t, ** CJSl v. O I*’, || 1 , \‘ U\ t * r 

f * im 101 Li muji' umi.i !< iin mm *tu n «. t 
]* V»l .11.11 }M 1 ItH - Sur> M> J’ ^Vtl IIIIU , 
1 ' quivj it) U'Mik avt,is j j’ ! 




Pt >\ n-. > >’ it V U i Lu 


( ' vlf r( to iomoo'o o > 1 * Jin* i ron itn 
Kl ^ t nin*ii , n j k '»tt<h ( )i r > i f is'HiU < r* 
io) Vint u Mi>|( iinr I" II .,nV(« J OViOiOt 1 
»vib[nin<ii , )i-i>tinih ! — * v >*m> p'du »li lou* 


\ t. 

Non v<^<; tonnu <l.d VoiiU* *]' Avn;h<* 
Ri'iiato nip?) t>o fiv 1 v Tit *' ]■ ui’lio 
! / hao torso jirotuosso i K* * 1 pno-.i * } 
Kibpoiuli; usjioinli ! - }/ bin du-ssu vjMciu, 


in 

O chd ! tu lo senii s tu vuli l 4 oltia-;.;io , 
Kcttato fu ptenrti do! nostro vi]to;*Ki<» ! , . . 
M.i ditnmg pirrino. Chr f-i* Mn/dio? 
Kispondi 5 nspoiuii 3 — Lo t-hiudc V a tally. 



zz o 


ITALIAN TOE MS 


IV 


Air, cnidu destin'd Si mandt, a furit 
Mnrdlo tUvc’v.i jx * \ uk ' r la mnrte 
Ma 1 iltiwi* Ok* text. n:l < ainj-o senatu ? 
Knj> null ; nsj/ >u !» ! Mon da soldato. 


'ir 


< <rati I ho ! dn mitum ! Pur dessu m # £ lulP* 
K' i iiiU) iii’ a mono? Muudlo sepolto? 

Pi pi.m^i, * . tu I'uici* dentile Uiml'inn] 

i h <lf'i *■ Ri tpnitiii I - Vi re^ta (iiaunuio* 


< m, ild ( i dim ilt* r tevnc.*, 

1 ' irn o-puio hj.di<. «It 1 mondo Iandoio, 

M a iP«vc * ri 'V.n ] t > t n I n-rm* di Ibo ? 

U'SpOI'dl , Tspoil'll ’ -- Rmm j*aid 1 jVUJ Kj 

4 -' 


I 


M \YA SALUri 


i. 

T* -.dut*), Marphenta 

Kh»i di vita, . . . ti salut'd 
S<M la sjh-iix* dri matUno, 
bci la del maidino. 



/ miki salutl 


*• * i 


u < 

Ti salutu, Ros4;no!^ 

N<-} tun <lm»U> , „ ti s 

Sfi 1’ nij) lt nl<' cKIIp io.-v.i 
tJlo uhjicimo -ii fo po 

in 

1 i Shinto, Sol «li rvl«i‘»{^io 
Co 1 tuo l.lpvMO, . . . ti 
Sei 1* Apollo dr I p.»v-,.it 
bei r arnnro nirotoiuHn 


tv 

T» . «iluto, 1 *• «mu m> j.j, 

*■ pi > , it v>l - 

S< i 1 .1 div.i <toi c!» sti*, 

St i l.i b Hit,I H 7 Sr. ;nr 


,ilulr» T 


*»lut< I 

I > 


' Off WaU l R >CO r I 1 


l L’lit lsll INCj CO, l IMUJLO, t'U I INu-or JVM 
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* / i: r n o T * i s i i) v r, n mon 


O V'" N, i 


i ' i > 

* < ' (i ' 1 * 


i'TJ'FM/'W* * l \ i ’ i > 

i io'o-v Or i\ r: a Di;una !.: I ocvi 


n v n r •;i v in i- 


r l Mi. 1 *t >i by \\ i s m * 'I* 9 \ 


» i 


V »n /fn v T / 7 ' 1 * 1 / * i r 


a * > ■ 


n ' i ^ f - 

, O i i. * 


J j V/ « ; 4 '; / \ 


■ . C - ; 


r ' / 

* * 


* f To FuMeh readers tins vHl not merely ho a twv* 
V/ork r of the i\on\< pan pen t, dt tin 01 .1, and .nut t, hut 
if will also he a n-w Jhs. u. . . II r> is the mt.t Minthr 
Ibsen, indeed, the Th <n of su« h ,i h<i.simons, mrMsuhle 
fertility of fancy that one breathes with dilii. ulty a> one 

follows him on his head Inn*/ route. . , . 4 /Wv (,'ynt* 

* > -* 

is a fantastical satirical dtama. of * reunions mt* asl, uni 
the pr<' ent translation ol it is a m • im piece of {hunt, 
powerful, graceful, and hto.il n;M i.n * *’— The 

C/itutluif. 
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DRAMATIC ESSAYS; 


itHT ri) r;v 


William Archly and Kor.rrcr >7. Lowf. 

Tlnee \'..l , <’rnun 8v ' (Toth, I’iih ^A» {■ ■ i V<>1., ci* h 

with.* I i.)ii! upiv 1 1. 1 4 »i 11 .■*. t m i’hi.i.i i.ivuic. 

1 1 t 

Th^ s. t supplied, in f i i *t» match, ytirc I<o. 6 1. 

\ < ! T 

/ ’ • J • i f ,*/ tti 'U f r >n;t 

The l'n t ri*'S mi(' Mn 1 lit ^ mu i ,nv. of I,Mon 
if r s j, 1 j» »f h 1 ho e c 'IK c t • - I i T y him (1! m i ^7 0 l in 1 < *i t 
*<i jJimt), .uni tin ailuui 'hit artuhs coutnlml* <1 non 
th ni 'vunty ye at. 1 ° i to 7 //" t 'Ja*u*t n w ' ! ^*pul«- 
h h r 1 

* rf U;i < nt» i rf uiMn ,r uni ml* mJiumI \i' 1 uiuf m — 

* 7 11 u 

V .1 II 

11: *h i\v t) tuf of If' v/7. 

Till Sceonil Senes ront.ini' the ('i i! i< i ,m-> of W n I JAM 
JI \*m i i ! 11 17 littK i\ on K< on uni his contcm 

jx iia* r . h.p . li iru; lven in irees ,ihh , *, iv e t o c«»lli ctoK. 

“ \ hooK wlin It cii'i v * ill-' ml ( t * 'oh in the I j I loisef 

the Mention s! to, ,tiol m tlomiiir < nt.it nm 

'■eiioi illv, will j n i / * * ) 11 ■ • 1 1 1 y Th> *V ( t'tiiu'h. 

\ol III 

IVi'L f'oit>ai! i t (/< *i v //. ft i y Lwrs, 

The Tliir il Stilt", itmliins Intheito unmllerted 
( 11 ' i< j ,ni|t in \ I .ii • in; .ml (it 1 ni:i . e i 1 1 n c ir 
Li w i< *. 
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The CANTERBURY POETS- 


1,* VOTS , S<,il T ATU 8VO 


PnoTOdiiAvruE Kihiion, L'/ 


CKrtstlan Year. 

Color 

hongieltow* 

Ca mpbelL 
Shelley, 

Wordsworth ^ 

Blake 
WJbl t tier, 

Poe* 

Chatter ton. 

BurjiiB, 

Burns. 

Marlowe* 

Heats* 

Herbert* 

Vic to - Hu pro* 

Co’.vucr, 

Slxako'ipcare el< 

Emerson. 

Souirui of tilts Century 
Whitman. 

Scott. Mannion, etc 
Scott. ILuly oi the Like, etc 
Praed. 

Hogr- 

Goldsmith. 

Mn okay's Love Betters* 
Spenser. 

Children o£ the Poets. 
Ben Jenson. 

Byron (i, Vols ). 

Sonnets of Europe. 

(Allan Kara say. 
f Sydney DoboU. 

Pope. 

Heme. 

Beaumont and Fie tell or. 
Bowles, Lamb, etc. 

Sea Music. 

Early English Poetry. 
Herrick. 

Bn lladcs and Itondoaus 
Irish Minstrelsy. 
Mslion's Paradise Lost. 
J acob j to Ball a cl s. 
Australian Ballade 
Moore s Poems* 

Border Ballads.. 
Song-Tide, b* k-* * • ' 
Odes o i no v aca 
Ossian. 

Fairy Music. 

Southey. 

Chaucer. 


Paradise llo^ainod 
Civthhe 

Bora GreeuwclL 
Goethe's Faust. 
American Sonue* s 
Bander's Poems 
Greek Anthology 
Hunt and Mood 
Humorous Poems, 
Lytton's Plays. 

Great Odes 

Owen Meredith’s Poems 
Imitation ol Christ. 
Painter-Poets 
Women -Poets. 

Love eyries. 

1 Amu 'can Humor Verse 
j Scot it h Minor Poet® 
Cavalier Lyrists 
German Ballads 
Songs of Berangor. 
Poems by Roden Noel 
Songs oi Freedom. 
Canadian Poems. 
Contemporary Scottish 
Veroo 

Pooms ot Nature 
Cradle Songs 
Poetry of Sport. 
Matthew Arnold 
Tlie Bothio < Clough)* 
Bmvjjmg’s Vooms, Vi>l 1 
Ihppa ele. 

Browning's Poems, Vol 2. 

A lllot m the 'Scutcheon, etc. 
Browning's Poems, Vo] 3 

] >r nnatio Ly* ir q 

JVfackay’s Lover’s Missal 
Henry Kirke White. 
Lyra "Niootiana 
Aurora LeJ^h 
Naval Songs 
Tennyson’s rooms, Vol ]. 
In Mi'niMHiin, Mam], etc 
| Tennyson’s Poems, v<il 2. 
The Thjiwv^, etc 
War Songs 
James Thomson 
Alexander Smith. 
Lce-JIr.milto;* 

Paul VcrJauie 
Baudelaire. 

?<c\v Zealand Verso, 
i Contemporary German 
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THE WORLD’S 3C3T BOOKS. 

I he Scott Library. , 

■m/ 

Mnroon Cl'ith, Gilt. I'tice l/* net per volume. 


Remnoo o*’ Ktw y Arthur 
TJior«an’fl V/aUen. 
T2w>roau’n WeuiL. 

Til o re,a. a’w Es\! a 
ConlcnsiorLB or an English 
Cp! axis-FA tor. 

Xaandor'A Convoraations. 
Plutarch's Live*), 
Browno’a Boligl© ModrlcrtL 
Ksaujrs and Lettorp of 
P. B. Bh'illoy. 

Proso WritlngB of Sv’-ift. 
My Stv dj Windows, 
Lowell'a Eiaiyo on the 
English Foots. 

Tho Bl&low Pap ora. 

Groat; English Painters. 
Lord Byron'H Letters. 
Jliuoys by X«oIprh Hunt. 
LonffTbUoir 1 '! Prone. 

Groat Mns!cal Cor:in osorc. 
Rlarciifl Am oliua. 
Epictetus. 

Son tea’ll J 31 orala. 
Wtiitrnun's Sped men 
Bays in Amorlos. 

Wld ;man'p Democratic 
vr 

Win ufe Natural History. 


Captain Singleton. 

Easily a by SlaavUnL 
Prone WjHIjirb off lid no. 
Bcynolds’ Discourse''. 
Tho Lovor' Fapotn of 
Stoclo and Addition. 

Burns’s Lottora. 
Volsunga Sana. 

Sartor Bogart us. 
Writings of Emoruft-'. 
Info of Lord. Herbert. 
Englikh Prose. 

Tho Pi Liars off Society* 
Fairy and Folk Talcs. 
'Lusryw of Dr. Jolmooxu 
Essays of Wsa. Xlarlltt. 
Lanior’sPontamoron, £zo. 
Foe’s Tales and Essays. 
Vlon,r off Wakoflold. 
Political Orations. 
Holiuoa’s Autocrat. 
Holmes’s Pool 
H olmes’?. Professor. 

Cfaasterneld’s Lottci % 
Stories from Carlo ton. 
Jitms Eyre 

Elizabethan England. 

Duvis’s Wi'i.iup'H 

t^peViioo’s Anecdotes,, 
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IS ays of Elia 
I* - It tc 

£>o BlussvCt’s Comedies 

In' i Coi al-2tcei 

Sheridan's Phtys. 

Ouj Vi? i? >ir *o 

r^umpln ay's Cioclt, <&e 

no iii, las tie- rotd 

Rights oi Wui;un 

AUicmi m Oracle 

Hi: ^ays oi Sainte-Kcuvc 

Seiner tors froio PI ' 

>^otne T b Tj avel Sketches 

M ml oS Orleans 

S V d/u v Smith 

'1 *n, * > w Spirit 

M \ - vcllous Adventnrog 
:b n m l U-‘ iMntti- iFAitlnn 1 

K lps*« Essays. 

!VJ »n t a 1 ft n c's i5 s b a vs 

knelt of Bariy X#y*xdon. 

William T^ll 

Carlyle's German Essays* 
L. .mb's SZ 

Word. nvorth’s Pro * c 
kenpardi’** I>M,lc ixc^z 
in 'pector-Gcnoral (<J<^on 
Bacon’s Essays 
PiotC of Milton 
PI it*f s Renubdc 
Pas: a I* oni Eroia^a* t 
Prose oi Calc! ld£C- 
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. l /* 's'fisr * 

j "1 ? n in At j. and J 5 setters. 

, A oi iJe <^uuJtCcy 

I eas a L's Live.* 
j Tlie Laocoou 
j Flays on Mactsritnolr 
Wa'^hj’s Anftier 
Z «c s ~*i up? ’ a N at Ijf roi tb e W iso 
j Itonrm’s E* ?ry° 
j Goethe's Max' ns 
* SefrojK nlmuer’s 31 - k ay J 
Henan'% Life ot u . 

CoiiiCs' ions ol .* f: Aii°,u - 
line 

I F \ ados at Success »n 
j \* *'ratals <m( \ H’A,wt* ; 

I Waitoix «: I... •* t 

Rc-nati’f* A:e-rdirist 

OraPon r s ol * * “wo 

RcliecLion i»v. F’leilcvohe 
ti«n iu F;.. ice f v F5u^ltc;* 

Betters at the Younger 
PlKiy 7 \ < 1' , 1 i \r«i 7ml 

S« i 11 1 ■> 

Stdccicd Tlioui^lits ol 
lit ic Pascal 

1 See-1 t I f,s xy ists 

j IA.il I s jLibcrtv 

« Jfte c:j to >*" L1 i coir so 
, on IVSciUod, avc 

1 Ktilula-ra^ S ikuntfila,ctc ^ 

1 JNiewnuins University 
! Sketches 

J TSiewmans Select Essays 
! Ucna^ ^ M^irens Aui elius 
I Fronde jlVem'* ib ol Faith 
! Political Ecojicmy, 
j What is Art? 
i The Oxtoul Movement, 
j Hume ^ Po U i t. v/ ^ ^ 1 

, R.ycT;Jcrr,’s Si-i|z[:oa''la. 

I PetronniR (Trimalcliio’s 

! Eaaquel). 

1 Scaaocouv's OtoersnAxm. 
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tin: OF LONG’. I LI.OW. By Prof F S Konrr.xson. 
LIFE OF COLERIDGE* By Hall Caim\ 

J-l OF DICKENS. By Pr.A'.’K T >1 \ uzials. 

LI"':-' OF D O ROSSETTI. ByJOMrn Kvnirr. 

Ltf E OF SAMUEL. JOHNSON. l!y Col. F. Ouani. 
Lit E OF DARWIN. By G. T. Ei-.ir.vMT. 
CHARLOTTE EIIGNTE. By Augustine Birreld 
LIFE Ol' 1 CAltljYLFj. By Richard Gahnktt, EBB. 
LIFE OF ADAM SMITH By II B Haldane, M.P. 
LIFE OF KEATS. By W. M. Ihts&im. 

LIFE OF SHELLEY. By William Siiaup. 

LIFE OF GOLDSMITH By Austin Dobsoh. 

LIFE OF SCOTT. By Professor Yoncjil 
LII-’E OF BURNS By Professor Black ifl 


LIFE OF VICTOR ITUGO. By Frank T. Marziai -l 
LIFE OF EMERSON. By Rich add Garnett, LL.L>~ 
LIFE QF GOETHE. By James Sime. 

LIFE OF CONGREVE. By Edmund Gossk. 

LIFE OF BUN YAN. By Canon Venables. 
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L-tFJffi OF CRABBE By T. K . Kiciihll, ALA. 

LIFK Otf HEINE. By William Sharp. 

LIFE OF MILL. By W. I,. Coi'iu'Ma, 

LIFE OF HCHiLLLB By U VV. Ni-.viN-.nN. 

LIFE OF CAPTAIN MA RRYAT. Ly 'Uvrn HINNAT. 
LIFE OF LEASING-. By I". W. Koi.l Ksro.H. 


LIP'E OF MILTC < W. By llu H*ru> Gakmtt. 

LIFE OF GEOlIGn ELIOT By CKCak Bicown ,lq 


LIFE OF BALZAC By Fhu'i'hi' rc IVkimorv. 

I,IFF OF JANE AUSTEN. By (Jolowin S„ir< IL 

LUTE OF BROWNING. By « u ham Sharp 

LIFE OF BYRON By Hon. Kmu'.v Noki,. 

LIFE OP 1 HAWTHORNE By Moncoii- Comvat. 

LIFE OF HCIiOPKNHAUKR. By ProJoisc.i W \li u is, 

LIFE OF SHERIDAN. By Lloyd .‘-a; jhls 

LIFE OF THACKERAY- By IIikmam Mkiuvai i, and 
Flank T AIakziaus. 

LIFE OF CERVANTES. By II. E Watts 
LIFE OF VOLTAIRE By Francis E^pina>-;sp 
LIFE OF LEIGH HQNT Rv Cosmo Miumioi’sk 
LIFE OF WHITTIER By \V J Lintos. 

LIFE OF Rfri/YN' By Fiu sc is K'-im\asse. 

LIFE OF T1IOLE AIT. By II. S Salt 
LIFE OF RULilu, By iiaotoi Wcv-aik 
B iblio^mphy to i-nch, by .i B. An i iison, But-ibh Mu.wtm 


LIBRARY EDITION OF “ Gr!E A V WRITERS ** 

Printed on 1 u^e paporof 1r«w 1 iia)dy 1 in liandwome bmdmg r 
l>emy Svo, pnco Z*. t>d. pen volumo 



New Atic*. 


The Useful Red Series. 

Red Cloth, Pocket Size, Price Is 

NEW IDEAS ON BRIDGE By Akcimisald 
Dunn, Jim. 

IN DIG K S T J O N 1 >v T >r, F 11 invert 

Ai.ukrcon. 

ON CHOOSING A PIANO. By Algernon 
1’'. Rom 

C O N S U M !' T TON By 1 >r. Sicvkd i>e 

Pi AU/< -i R"> 

BUSINESS SUCCESS. I'.v G G Mm.lau. 

PETK< >HFAJM. By Syum-v H Nor in. 

IN FAN 1’ FEEDING. By ;i hiv^imN, 

DAINTY DINNER TABEKS, AND HOW 
TO DECORATE THEM. By Mrs. 

At.FR KL) PkAGA. 


'Ill E HUNGS IN HFAET1I AND 
DISK \SE By Dr. Paul Nn mi ylk. 

ALE ABOUT TROUT FISHING. By J 

r 

' A. Rinui i l (“ Borcki Rod”). 

HOW TO PRESERVE THE TEETH. By 
i A Dental Surgeon. 



i /- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 


Bound in White Grained Boaxdwith Gilt Bettering 

t 

WJIERE LOVE IS, THERE GOD 15 ALSO 

THE TWO PIoGRIMS. 

WHAT MEN I1VF PY. THE GODSON. 

IF YOU NFOI FC1 THE FIRE, YOU DON r PUT IT OUT. 

WHAT SHAI L IT PROFIT A MAN> 


2/- Booklets by Count ToBtoy. 

NEW 1 PIT ION REVISED. 

Small 1 :mo, Clwtli, with Bmbr.ssed Design > n Cover, each 
containing Two Slopes by Cannt '1 Is^y, and Two 
Drawings by IB R. Millar. In Box, Puce 2s. each. 


Volume I. contains— 

WHERE LOVE IS, THKRE GOI> IS ALSO. 

THE GODSON, 

Volume II. contains— 

WHAT MEN LIVE F,Y. 

WHAT JjHALi. IT PROFIT A MAN? 

Volume III. contains—- 

THE TWO PILGRIMS. 

IF VOU NEGLECT THE FIRE, YOU DON T PUT IT OUT, 

Volume IV. contains— 

MAsJl'R AND MAN 

Volume V. contains— 

TOI.Stoy’s PAKADLFS. 


mu \V\U > 1: M 1 : 
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.T I"' DM* (.O , LTD , 

)■ I 1 ING-UN-TYNIt. 



Wit, Humour, 

' j 



and Anecdote : 


i;i- INC, 


OX DITS OI< COM RUSHES, SINGERS, AND 
INSTRUMENTALISTS OF ALL TIMES. 



Frederick J, Crowest, 


Author of “ The (-tea' 'Zone 
Bntr:i A/vsnf* hiZiiot of 
ZZfricSy etc., fL. 


ZW'ty" “ 7 he Story of 
“ The Afa'tc* AZuiiLiati'" 


S’roiuaely Illustrated with Quaint Drawings 

by J. I*. DONNE. 

In One Volur't- Cf< :cfi S\'t\ L 7 o/h t Richly Gili 3 

Pint 3 / 6 , 


Anions tlx iniiidiedis ol stone, abounding in wit and 
pointed jq.«<rte< which the volunr luntaun,, will be 
iound anecdotes ot famous nmsiripna of all c<'untt*<- 
a.m pei.mis 
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